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I MUST confess, that, in making this 
translation^ I have taken some liber- 
ties with the original. Every thing 
, that relates to Monaldeschi (a, person- 
age who does not exist in the German 
romance), and the whole of the con- 
•cluding chaptet (with the exception 
of a. very few sentences) have been 
added by myself. I have also omit- 
ted a song, supposed to be sung by 
Rosabella^ in the fourth chapter of the 
third book, the merit of which I coald 
not discover; and several passages, 
which seemed to me too harsh for the 
taste of English readers, have been 
either left out entirely, or considerably 
softened down. However, where the ' 
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expressions appeared to be either cha- 
racteristic of the author's style, or of 
the character by whom they were sup- 
posed to be used, I did not think my- 
self at liberty to alter them; I have 
therefore suffered Parozzi's speech in 
the third book abcfut *Hhe devil's 
grandmother/' as well as several 
others, to remain, though I request 
not to be supposed to have retained 
them in qompliment to my own taste. 

THE TRANSLATOR. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 



CHAPTER L 



VENICE. 



It was evening— ~Multitades of Hglit 
clouds/ partially itlamined by the inqon- 
beams, overspread the horizon, and 
througH them floated the full moon in 
tranquil majesty, while her splg^our ;was 
reflected by every wave of the 'i^drfatic 
Sea. All was hushed around; gently was 
the water rippled by the night wind; gently 
did the night wind sigh through - the 
Colonades of Venice. 



B 



2 THE BRAVO OF YBNICE. 

It was midnight and still sat a 

stranger, solitary and sad, on the border 
of the great canaL Now with a glance 
he measured the battlements and proad 
towers of the city; and now he fixt his 
melancholy eyes upon the waters with ^a 
vacant stare. At length he spoke : 

ft' 

——"Wretch that I am, whither shall 

I go? Here sit I in Venice, and what 

would it avail to wander further? — ^What 

will become of me ! All now slumber; save 

myself! the Doge rests on his couch of 

down ; the beggar's head presses his straw 

pillow ; but for me there is no bed except 

the cold damp earth ! There is no Gondoleer 

so wretched, but he knows where to find 

work by day, and shelter by night — while 

/• • • . while /. . . • Oh ! dreadful is the 

destiny of which I am made the sport!" — 

He began to examine for the twen- 
tieth time the pockets of his tattered 
garments. 

— i^'JMo! not one paolo by heavens! 
— and I hanger almost to death ! " 
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Me unsheathed his Bword; be waved 
it ia ^ moonshine^ and sighed^ as he 
naiiked the glitteripg of the steel. 

— ** No, no ! my old and troe companion, 
thou and I mast never part! Mine thou 
shalt remain, though I starve for it, — Oh! 
was not that a golden time, when Valeria 
gi^Te thee to me, 4nd when, as she threw 
the belt over i|iy shoulder, I kist thee and 
Valeria?-^— She has deserted us for another 
world, bat thou and I will never part 
in this.**— ' 

He wiped away a drop which hung 
upon his eye-lid*' 

— "Psha! *twas not a tear! the night 
wind is sharp and bitter, and makes the 
' eyes water; but as for tears. • . . Absurd! 
my weeping days are over/* — 

And as he ^poke, the unfortunate [for 
such by his discourse and situation he 
appeared to be] dashed his forehead 
against the earth, and his lips were al*- 
ready unclosed to curse the hour which 

b2 
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gave him being, when he suddenly seem- 
ed to recollect himself. He rested his 
head on his elbow, and sang^'inbomiiilly 
the burthen of a song, which had often 
delighted his childhood in the castle of his 
ancestors. 

« 

— " Right!" he said to himself; ^* Were 
I to sink under the weight of my destiny 
I should be myself no longer."— 

At that moment he heard a rustling 
at no great distance. 'He looked around, 
and in an adjacent street, which the moon 
faintly enlightened, he perceived a tall 
figure wrapt in a cloak, pacing slowly 
backwards and forwards. 

— "Tis the hand of God, which hath 
guided him hither. . Yes!— I'll— FU beg! 
— Better to play the beggar in Venice, 
than the villain in Naples ; for the beggar's 
heart may beat nobly though covered 
with rags!" 

He said, sprang from the ground, and 
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hastened ti||Pffttds the adjoining street. 
Just as he ^tered it at one end, he per- 
ceived another person advancing through 
the other, of whose ajpproach the first was 
no s($DBer aware, than he hastily retired 
into the shadow of a piazza, as anxious to 
conceal himself. 

— « What can this mean ?" thought our 
mendicant. Is yon eve's-dropper one of 
death's unlicensed ministers ? Has he re- 
ceived the retaining fee of some impatient 
heir, who pants to possess the wealth of 
the milucky knave who comes strolling 
along yonder so careless and unconscious? 
< — ^^Be not so confident. . honest friend ! Vm 

at your elbpWv — 

• • • 

t . * • " • 

He retired further inta the shade, and 
silently and. slowly drew near the lurker, 
who stirred not from his place. The stran- 
ger had ake^ady passed them by, when the 
concealed viHain sprang suddenly upon 
him, raised his right hand in which a 
poignatd wa8> gleaming, and before he 
Q^pld giye the blow, was felled to the 
earth bj the arm of the. mendicant. 
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The stranger turned hUfitily toWarda 
them ; the Bravo started tip and fled ; thb 
beggar smiled. 

— ^^How now?" cried the stronger; 
" what does all this mean ?** 

— " Oh *tis a mere jest, Signor, which 
has only preserved your life/^ — - 



(c 



What? My life? Howso?'- 



— •" The honest gentlemSan, wftb has 
just taken to his heels, stole behind you 
with true cat-like caution, and had already 
raised his dagger, when I saw him— ^You 
owe your life to me, and the service is 
richly worth one little piece of money! 
Give me some alms, Signor, fof on my soul 
I. am hungry, thirsty, cold." — 

"Hence, scurvy companion! I know 
you and your tricks too well. This is all 
a concerted scheme between you, a' design 
upon my purse, an attempt to procure botTk 
money and thanks under the lame pretence 
of having saved me from ah a^iSassin^— ^ 
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Go> fdUow, go! practice these dainty de- 
vices on the Doge's credulity, if yon will ; 
but with Baonarotti yon stand no chance, 
beKeve me,'' 

« 

The wretched starving beggar stood 
like one petrified, and gazed on the tannt* 
ing strangelr. 

— *^ No, as I hAve a soul tO' save, Sig- 
nor, 'tis no lie that I tell you! — ^'tis the 
plaio truth; have compassion, or I die this 
night of hunger." — 

^^ Begone this instant, I say, or by 
heaven...."— 

The tmfeeling man here drew out a 
concealed pistol, and pointed it at his 
preserver. ^^ , 

-^— ^^Merdful Heaven ! and is it thus that 
services are acknowledged in Venice?"— 

— ^^The watch is at no great distance; I 
need only raise my voice, and. . . . " — 
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• • • 

— '\^ Hell and confasion ! do you take 
me for a robber then ?** — 

— "Make no noise, I tell you! .Be 

quiet, you had better!" — 

* 

- — ^^ Hark you, Signor! Buonarotti is 
your nanle, I think ? 1 will write it down 
as belonging to the second scoundrel with 
whom I have met with in V«nice.*'*^'— -^ 
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' He paused for a momtem$ tKi^n ^diki- 
nuing in a dreadful voice,-^** And when/?, 
said he, "thou Buonarotti, shalt here- 
£^r hear the- name ai jOdUno, «•/.... 

/ Abellino turned away, and left the hard- 
hearted Veiietiah. :' r. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

»1 £ ^ .• • • 

And now rushed the unfortunate wildly 
through the streets of Venice ; he railed 
at fortune; he laughed and cursed by 
turns; yet sometimes he suddenly stood 
stilly seemed as pondering on some great 
and wondrous enterprize, and then again 
rushed onwards, as if hastening to its 
execution. 

» 

Propped against a column of the Sig- 
noria, he counted over the whole sum of 
his misfortunes. His wandering eye-balls 
seemed to seek comfort; but they found 
it not. 

— " Fate,** he at length exclaimed in a ^ 
paroxysm of despair; " Fate has con- 
demned me to be either the wildest of 
adventurers • . . or one, at the relatidd of 
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whose crimes the world must shudder ! 
To astonish is my destiny : Rosalyo can 
know no medium : Rosalvo can never 
act like common men ! — It is not the hand 
of fate which has led me hither ? Who 
could have ever dreamt, that the son of 
the richest Lord in Naples should have 
depended for a beggar's alms on Venetian 
charity! /. . /, who feel myself possest of 
strength of body and energy of soul, fit for 
executing the most daring deeds.* . . Behold 
me creeping in rags through the Streets of 
this inhospitable city, aind torturing my 
wits in vain to discover some means by 
which I may tescue life from the jaws of 
famine! Those men whom my munifi- 
cence nourished, who at my table bathed 
their worthless souls in the choicest wine 
of Cyprus, and glutted themselves with 
every delicacy which the globe*s four quar- 
ters could supply, those very men now 

« 

deny to my necessity even a miserable 
crust of mouldy bread. — Oh! that is 
dreadful, crud! CrUel of men! cruel of 
Heaven!"-* 

He paused ; folded his arms, and sighed. 



Yet trtU I bear it! I will snboiit to 
ray destiiiy ! I will traverse everjT path^ 
and go tfarongh every degree of buman 
wretchedness; and whatever may be my 
fa% I win be still mystify and whatte*er 
may be my fate, I will still act greatly ! 
-*«^^-^Away tben with the cotiiit RosaWoj 
whom once all- Niq>les idoli2ed ; now. • » . 
now am I the heggar AbelKno ! A beg- 
gaf?--.that name stands last in ibe scale 
df Worldly rank, bot first in tine list of 
tte famii^ing^ the outcast^ and tfie un 
worthy; •**• 

Sometlung mstled near him-*^Abel}ino 

ft 

gazed ardiind. He was aware of the 
Bravo, whom he had struck to the 
ground that night, and whom two com- 
panions of a similar stamp had now 
joined* As they advanced, they cast 
inquiring glances around them* They 
were in scorch of some one., 

—"It is of thee J that they are in 

search,'' said AbeUino; then advanced a 
few steps, and whistled* 
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pierce a hearty though goarded by three 
breastplates ; this eye, though s«rro^nded 
by Egyptian darkness, eould 96U see to 
stab sore. 



J A Rnfiian-^Why then did yoli strike 
me doira, er^i now? 



AbeUino—In the hope of being paid 
for it!; bat thotigh I saved hvs Ufk, the 
scoundrel gave me not a single dneat* 

A Rnffian^No? S6 iavtch tbd better. 
•-^Bnt hark ye, comrade! are yon sin^ 
cere? 

Abellino^^Despair never iie^. 

A Ruffian— -Slave, shouldst thou be a 
traiton»»« 

. Abellino — ^My heart would be within 
reach c^ your huotdsj and your daggers 
would be as sharp as now« 

The three dangerous companions agaiu 
whispered among themselves for a few 
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moments'^ after wbidi they returned their 
daggers inix> the sheath. 

-^—^^ Come on then/* iadd one of them ; 
^^ follow m to 6nr hozde* It were unwise 
to talk over ceiftdin matfera in thd open ' 
streets.'* — 

— *'I follow yon,* was AbelHiKys an- 
swer ; ^' bdt tremhl^ shoiM any one of 
vou dare to treat mei as k fbe.^'^^Gom- 
n»}e, (brgiH me that I gare jmr rib. 
somewhat too bard a sqneeze just now; 
I will be your sworn brother in recdm-i- 
pense.** >^ 

— " We are on honour/' cried the ban- 
ditti with one voice ; ^^ no harm shall 
happen to you: he, who does you an 
injury, shall be to ti^ as a foe. A fellow 
of your humour suits us well : follow us^ 
and fear not." — 

And on they went, Abellino marching 
between two of them. Frequent were 
the looks of suspicion which he cast 
around him; but no ill design was per- 
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ceptible in the banditti. They guided 
him onwards^ till they reached, a icanal, 
loosened a gondola^ placed themselves in 
it, and rowed till "they had gained— the 
most remote quarter, of Veiiiee. . They 
landed^ threaded . several bye-streets, and 
at length ktiocked at the door of a house 
of inviting appearance — It was opened by 
a yooxig woman, who conducted them iuto 
a plain but comfortable chaniber ; many 
were the looks of fioirjirtsis and • iiiqairy 
which Bhe cast on the bewildered, half- 
pleased, halfranxious Abellino, who. knew 
not whither he had been.conveyed, and still 
thought it unsafe to confide entirely in the 
promises of the banditti. 



; I . . , 
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CHAPTER m. 

THB TRIAL OF STRENGTH. . 

ScAR^EiiY' wer^/^tjie bravos seated^ when 
Ctnthia (^for that was the young woman*s 
name^ was again snm^noned to^ the door ;' 
and^ the company Wais ; now /incr^Med Iby 
two tietv-icoiners, who examined their un- 
la,ow» go«£ from keM to foot. 

4 

-!?**^Now then,** cried* trie of those, 
who had conducted Abellino to this re- 
spectable society, ^* let us see what you 
are like."-r- . : ^. ^ 

As he said this he raised a blTrning 
lamp from the table, and; the light of .its: 
flaxye was thrown itill upon AbeUino*s 
countenance. 



J t . . t. 






— ^^ Lord, forgive me my sins ! ** scream- 
ed Cinihia; ^^out upon him! what, an 
ugly hound it is ! "— 
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She turned hastily ronnd, and hid her 
face with her hands. Dreadful was the 
look with which Abellino repaid her com- 
pliment. 

— " Knave,** said one of the banditti, 
'^ nature*s own hand has marked you out 
for an assassin — Come, pry thee be frank, 
and tell us^ how thou hast contrived so 
Icmg to e&knpt the gibbet? In what gaol 
didst thou leave thy last fetters ? 0# fc6m 
what gallefy hast thou taken thy departure^ 
without staying to ^ay ddieu^? "— ' 

Abellino, foldmg his arans^ 

-*-"If I be such as you dcisbiibe,^* 
said he with an air of authority, and* in a 
voice which made his hearers tremble, 
*^'tis for me all the bbtter. Whatfe*er 
may be my fdtiype mode of life> Heaveci 
can havie no r%ht to find fault withr i(> 
since it was for that it formed and fitted 
me.** — 

The five btavos stepped aside, add 
consulted together; the scftyjeet of tbeiv 
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conference is easy to b6 dtvibedi Ih the 
m^adwhile Abeliido remained quiet atid 
indifferent to whftt was pasi^ingl 

After a few minutes they again ap- 
proached him: one whose countenance 
was th^ most forocious, and Whose form 
exhibited the greatest marks of muscu- 
lar strength^ advanced a few paces be- 
fore the rest, and addressed' Abellino as 
follows: 

-"Hear me, comrade. In Venice 
there exist but five banditti; you see 
them beibre you*; Witt thou' be the sixth ? 
ddtibt not, thou Wilt fihd^ sufficient em- 
ployment. My name is Matteo, and I 
am the father of the band: fhat sturdy 
felioii^ wilih the red locks i!s called Ba- 
luzzo; he^ whose eyes twinkle like a 
cat% is Thomaso, an arch kiiave'I pro- 
mise you! 'twas Pietririo whose bones 
you handlied so roughly to-night ; and 
yon thick-lipped Colossus^ who stands 
next to Cinthia^ is named Stuzza. Now 
then you know us all — and since you 
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are a pennyless devil, we are wiUipg to 
incorporate ' yon in our society ;;lbat we 
mui^ fir^ he omire^ t^x^lfon mem bo-^ 
nestly by us." — 

» 

Abellino smiled, or rather grii^ned, 
and munnui^ed . hoarsely— " I am staryr 
ingr-- . '• ' ; ...; ; . . 

• • r . * ' 

— "Answer, fellow I Dost thou m^n 
honestly by US?'* — 

— "That must the event decide." — 

. -rr^^Mark nae, kn^VQ; th^ fir^t : su^r 
' picioQ q( treachery costs , you ^ ycjur life. 
Take shelter in the Do&reV palace, and 
girdle yourself round with all the^ppwer 
of the, r^ublic-*-though . clasped; in ,^^bi^ 
Do^^.arms, and protected b.y/an,hunf 
dred ca]^nons, still, wopld we murder you! 
Fly to .the high altar; press^ the , cruci- 
fix to your bosom ; and even at mid-day, 
still would we murder you! Think on 
/ Ithts well, fi^ows, ^ and forget notj we ajfe 
handittit 



^ 
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—"You need not tell me that— — 
But give me some food^ and then FU 
prate with you as long as you please — 
At present I am starving! Four-and- 
Iwenty hours have*' elapsed^ since I last 
tasted nourishment. 



»♦ ♦ 



CSnthia now covered a snmll table, with 
her best provisions^ and filled several 
siWer goblets with delicious wine, ' 

• * ' ■ 

V 
T ... 

-— " If one could but look at him 
without disgust!** murmured Cynthia; 

• ■ • . * • 

5^ if he had but the appearance of some- 
thing human! Satan must certainly have 
appeared to his mother, while she was 
big with him, and thence came her child 
into the world with such a frightful 
countenance! Ugh! It*s an absolute 
mask, only that I never saw a mask so 
hideous!" 

- Abellino heeded her not; he placed 
himself at the table, and ate and drank^ 
as if he would have satisfied himself for 
the next six months. The banditti eyed 
him with looks of satisfaction, and con- 
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gratnlaled each other on such a valuable 
acquisition. 

If the reader is curious tp kupw what 
this sanie .Abellino was like^ he must 
picture to himself ..a young stput fellow, 
whose limbs perhaps might havje been 
thought not ill-formed, had not the most 
hordble CQiantt^nance, that ever was in- 
vented by a caricaturist, or that Miltpn 
could have adapted to the ugliest of his 
. fallen angels, entirely niarred . the advan- 
tages of his person. Black and shinipg, 
but long and straight, his hair flew wilflly 
about his brown n^ck and yellow facse. 
His mouth so wide, that his gums and 
discoloured teeth were visible, and a kind 
of convulsive twist which scarcely ever 
was at rest, had formed its expression into 
an internal grin. His eye, for he had 
but one, was sunk deep into his head, and 
little more than the white of it was visible ; 
and even that little was overshadowed by 
the protrusion of his dark and bushy eye- 
brow. In the union of his features were 
found collected in one hideous assemblage, 
all the most coarse and uncouth raits. 
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which ever had been exhibited singly in 
wooden cuts ; and the observer was left in 
doabt, whether this repulsive physiognom j 
exprest stupidity of intellect or malicious* 
ness of heart, or whetlier it implied them 
both together! . >«. 

--•'^Now then I am satisfied!'" roared 
Abellino, and dashed the still-full goblet 
npon the ground. — "Speak what would 
you know of me? I am ready to give you 
answers." — 

^^The first thing,'* replied Matteo, 
^^ dhe first thing necessary tis to give us 
a pi'oof of your strength, for this is of 
in£(terial importance in our undertakings, 
-«Are you good at wrestling ? *' — - 
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-" I Imow not, try meJ 



— "Cinthia, removed the table — Now 
then, AbelUno, which of us will you un- 
dertake? -Whom among as dost thou think 
thou cap'st knock down as easy as yon 
poor dabbler in the art, Pietrino ? 
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fri —^^^* Which of yon?" cried Abellioo; 
" all of you together, and ialf a dozen 
more siich pitiful scoundrels!" — ^And he 
sprang from hift seat threw his sword on 
the table, and measured the strength of 
his antagonists with his single eye. 

The banditti burst into a loud fit of 
laughter. 

— " Now then/* cried Abellino fiercdy ; 
" now then for the trial ! — Why come you 
not on?" — 

• * * 

— " Fellow/' replied Matteo, *^ take my 
advice; try first, what you can do with 
me alone, and learn what sort of men you 
have to manage. Think you we are mar- 
rowless boys, or delicate Signors, who 
waste their strength in the embrace of 
harlots ?" 

Abellino . answered' him -by ; a scornful 
laugh- — Matteo became furious : bis com- 
panions shouted alqudfi and clapped their 
bands. « » 
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— " To bosmess !** said Abellino ; ^' rm 
DOW in a right humour for sport! Look 
to yourselves, my lads!" — And in the 
same instant he collected his forces to- 
gether^ threw the gigantic Matteo over 
his head as had he been an infant^ knock- 
ed Struzza down on the right hand^ and 
Fietrino on the left, tumbled Thomaso to 
the end of the room head over heels^ and 
sU^tched Baluzzo without animation upon 
the neighbouring benches. 

Three minutes elapsed, ere the subdued 
bravos could recover themselves; loud 
shouted Abellino, while the astonished 
Cinthia gazed and trembled at the terrible 
exhibition. 

— " By the blood of St. Januarius,'' 
cried Matteo at length, rubbing his bat- 
tered joints, "the fellow is our master. 
Cinthia, take care to give him our beM 
chamber.** — 

— " He must have made a compact with 
the devil!" grumbled Thoinaso, and forced 
hia disloc^cited wrist back into its socket. 

c 
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No one seemed inclined to hazard a 
second trial of strength* The night was 
far advanced, or rather the grey morn- 
ing already was visible over the sea. The 
banditti separated, and each retired to his 
chamber. 



THB BRAYO OF VBNICB. 27 



CHAPTER, IV, 



THE DAGQERS. 

Abellino^ this Italian Hercules, all ter- 
rible as he appeared to he, was not long 
a memher of this society, before his 
companions felt towards him sentiments 
of the most unbonnded esteem. All loved, 
all valued him for his extraordinary 
talents for a bravo's trade, to which he 
seemed peculiarly adapted, not only by 
his wonderful strength of body, but by 
the readiness of his wit, and his never- 
failing presence of mind. Even Cinthia 
was inclined to feel some little , affectioa 

for him, but. he really was too 

ugly. 

Matteo, as Abellino was soon given 
to ohderstand, was the captain of this 
dangerous troop. He was one who 

c2 
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carried villainy to the highest pitch of 
refinement, incapable of fear, quick ana 
craftj, and troubled with less conscience 
than a French financier. The booty and 
price of blood, which his associates brought 
in daily^ were always delivered up to 
him; he gave each man his 9hare, and 
retained no larger portion for himself, 
than was allotted to the others. The 
catalogue of those whom he had dispatch- 
ed into the other world, was already 
too long for him to have repeated it : 
many names had slipped his memory; 
but his greatest pleasure in his hours of 
relaxation was to relate such of these 
murderous anecdotes as he stilt remem- 
bered, in the benevolent intention of 
inspiring his hearers with a desire to 
follow his example/ His weapons were 
kept separate from the rest, and occupied 
a whole apartment. ' Here were to be 
found daggers of a thousand different 
fashions, with guards and without them ; 
two — ^three — and four edged. Here were 
stored air guns, pistols, and blunderbusses ; 
poisons of various kinds and operating 
in various ways; garments fit for every 
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possible disguise^ whether to personate 
the Monk^ the Jew, or the Mendicant ; 
the Soldier, the Senator^ or the Gon- 
dolier. 

One day he summoned A^ellino to 
attend him in his armoury. 

— *^ Mark me,** said he, " thou wilt 
turn out a brave fellow, that I can see 
already. It is now time that you should 
earn that bread for yourself which hi- 
therto you have owed to our bounty. 
-—Look! Here thou hast a dagger of the 
finest steel ; you must charge for its use 
by the inch. If you plunge it only one 
inch deep into the bosom of his foe, 
your employer must reward you with 
only one sequin : if two inches, with ten 
seqiuns; if three, with twenty; if the 
whole dagger, you may then name your 
own price.-^Here is next a glass poni- 
ard;, whomsoever this pierces, that man*s 
death is certain. — As soon as the blow 
is given, you must break the dagger in 
the wound ; the flesh will close over the 
point which has been broken off, and 
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• • • •• 

which will keep its quarters. till the day 
of resurrection ! — ^Lastly, obserVe this 
metallic dagger 1 its cavity conceals a sub- 
tile poison^ which, whenever you touch 
this spring, will immediately infuse death 
into the veins of him whom the weapon's 
point hath wounded. — ^Take these daggers ; 
in giving them I present you with a 
capital, capable of bringing home to you 
most heavy and most precious interei^ti**^^ 

r 
• • • 

Abellino received the instramentii of 
deafl,, but his h».d .hook « i. gnuped 
them. 

— " Possessed of such unfailing wea- 
pons, of what immense sums must your 
robberies have made you master T'-^ 

— " Scoundrel ! " interrupted Matted, 
frowning and offended, among us robbery 
is unknown, \yhat? Dost take us for 
common plunderers, for riiere thieves, cut- 
purses, house-breakers, and villains of 
that low, miserable stamp ?** 

— *^ Perhaps what you wish me to 
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take you for is something worse ; for to 
speak openlyi Matteo, yillains of that 
stamp are contented with plundering a 
purse or a casket, which can easily be 
filled again ; but that which we take from 
others is a jewel which a man never has 
but once, and which once stolen qan never 
be re-placed. Are we not then a thousand 
limes more atrocious plunderers ?^ — 

— /^ By the house at Loretto, I thiqk 
yon have a mind to moralize, Abellino ? '* — 

— " Hark ye, Matteo, only one ques- 
tion ; at the day of judgment, which think 
you will hold his head highest, the thief, 
or the assassin ?'*— - 

— "Ha! ha I ha!'' 

— ^ Think not, that Abellino speaks 
thus from want of resolution* Speak but 
the word, and I murder half the senators 
of Venice ; but still. . . . " — 

— " Fool ! know, the Bravo must be 
above crediting t^e nurse's antiquated 
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tales of vice and virtue. What is virtue f 

• • • r • 

What is vice ? Nothing, but such things 
as forms of government, castom, manners, 
and education have made sacred: and 
that which men are able to make 
honourable at one time, it is in their power 
to make dishonourable at another, when- 
ever the humour takes them : had not 
the senate forbidden us to give opinions 
freely respecting the politics of Venice, 
there would have been nothing wrong 
in giving such opinions; and were the 
senate to declare that it is right to give 
such opinions, that which to-day is 
thought a crime would be thought meri- 
torious to-morrow — ^Then, pry'thee, let us 
have no more of such doubts as these. 
We are men, as much as are the Doge 
and his senators, and have reasons as much 
as they have to lay down the law of right 
and wrong, and to alter the law of right 
and wrong, and to decree what shall be 
vice, and what shall be virtue.** — 

Abellino laughed — -Matteo proceeded 
with increased animation. 
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• .-— ^* Perhaps you will tell me, that our 
trade is duhonourable ! And what then 

•m 

is the thing called honour I *Tis a word, 
an empty sound, a mere fantastic creature 
of the ima^nation ! — Ask, as you traverse 
some frequented street, in what honour 
consists ? — ^the usurer will answer—^ To be 
honourable is to be rich, and he has most 
honour who can heap up the greatest 
quantity of sequins.* — * By no means,* 
cries the voluptuary; ^honour consists 
ii. being beloved by every handsome wo- 
man, and finaing no virtue proof against 
your attacks.* — * How mistaken ^ * • inter- 
nipts the general; *to conquer whole 
cities, to destroy whole armies, to ruin 
wtu^Ie provinces, tfifit indeed brings real 
honoor-^The man of ieaming places his 
renown in the number ^of pages which 
he has either written or read ; the tinker, 
in the number of pots and kettles which 
be has made, or mended; the nnn, in 
the number of good things which she 
h^ done, or had things which she has 
resisted; the coquette in the list of her 
admirers; the republic in the extent of 

c5 
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her provinces; and thus my friend, every 
one thinks, that honour consists in some^ 
thing different from the rest.— rAnd why 
then should not the Bravo think, that 
honour consists in reaching the perfec- 
tion of his trade, and in guMing a dagger 
to the heart of an enemy with nnerring 
aim?" 

-^" By my life, 'tis a pity, Matteo, 
that you should be a Bravo; the schools 
have lost an excellent teacher of philo- 
sophy!*' 

— ^*Do you think' so ?-^Why, the fact 

is thus, Abellino 1 was educated in 

a monastery; my father was a dignified 
prelate in Lucca, and my mother a nun 
of the Ursuline order, greatly respected 
for her chastity attd devotion. —^ Now, 
Signor, it was thought fitting, that I 
should apply closely to my studies; my 
father, good mto, would fain have made 
me a 'light of the churchy but I soo» 
found, that I was better qualified for an 
incendiary's torch. 1 followed the bent 
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of my genius, yet count I not my studies 
thrown away, since they taught me more 
philosophy than to tremble at phantoms 
created by my own imagination. Follow 
my example^ friend,, and so farewell." — 
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CHAPTER V. 



SOLITUDE, 

Abellino had already passed six weeks in 
Venice, and yet, either from want of 
opportunity, or of inclination, he had 
suffered his daggers to remain idle in their 
sheaths. This proceeded partly from his 
not being as yet snflSciently acquainted 
with the windings ^nd turnings, the bye- 
lanes and private alleys of the town ; and 
partly because he had hitherto found no 
customers, whose murderous designs stood 
in need of his helping hand. 

This want of occupation was irksome 
to him in the extreme; he panted for 
action, and was condemned-to indolence. 

With a melancholy heart did he roam 
through Venice* and number every step 
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with a sigh. He frequented the public 
places^ the taverns, the gardens, aqd every 
scene which was dedicated to amnsement. 
Bat no where coald he find what he sought 
-r-tranqnillity. 

One evening, he had loitered beyond 
the other visitants in a public garden, si- 
tuated on one of the most beauti£al of 
the Venetian islands. He strolled from 
arbour to arbour, threw himself down on 
the sea-shore, and watched the play of the 
waves,' as they sparkled in the moonshine. 

—"Four years ago," said he with a 
sigh, ^^jnst such a heavenly evening was 
it, that I stole from Valerians lips the first 
kiss, and heard from Valerians lips for the 
first time the avowal, that she loved me." 

He was silent» and abandoned himself 
to the melancholy recollections which 
thronged before his mind's eye. 

Every thing arbund him was so calm^ 
so silent! Not a single zephyr sighed 
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among the blades of grass ; bnt a storm 
raged in the bosom of Abellino. 

-^^* Four years ago could I have be- 
lieved that a time would come when I 
should play the part of a Bravo in Venice ! 
Oh! where are they flown/ the golden 
hopes iand plans, of glory which smiled 
upon me in the happy days of my youth \ 
-^I am a Bravo ; to be a beggar were to 
be something better. • 

"When my good old father^ in the 
enthusiasm of paternal vanity^ so oft threw 
his arms around my neck, and cried—- 
' My boy, thou wilt reiider the name of 
Rosalvo glorious ! — God, as I listened, how 
was my blood on fire ? What thought I 
not) what felt T not, what that wias good 
and great did I not promise myself to do ! 
—The father is dead, and the son. « . . is a 
Venetian Bravo!— —When my preceptors 
praised and admired me, and, carried away 
by the warmth of their feelings, clapped my 
shoulder, and exclaimed— ^ Count, thou 
wilt immortalize the ancient race of Ro- 
salvo!'— Ha' in those blessed moments df 
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sweet ddirmiD^ hdw bright and beauteous 
stood futurity before me ! ,. .■■ • ■.■ W hen hs^ 
py in the performance of some good dee4£ 
I returned home^. and siw Yateria hasten 
to receive me ^th open wm^h and when^ 
while she clasped me to hec bosom I beard 
her whi^r~'QhI who could forbeqr to 
love the great RbsalvO !—;..;, God ! oh! 
GodI— ^Away, away ^ridud Visiptid df the 
past! To look on ytaudrives. me mad !"--*• 






He was again ^iki^t ; ; be i bit . bis . Hps in 
fury^ raised one emadated iiaitd to heaven^ 
and struck his forehead violently ;»rith the 
ot]^r* 

T— '* An assassii). . . . tbi^ slave of cow- 
ards and rascals. ... the. ally .gf the great- 
est villains^ thait the V^petjlan jsup ev^r 
shines upon, *.* Such is now tbe ;gi*eat. 
Rosal vo ! — Fie ! oh ! -fie , oi?L*t !*-^And . yet 
to tliis wretched lot hath fatality con- 
demned me." V 

Suddenly.be sprang from the grpupd 
after a long silence; his ey^s sparkkd; 
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his countenance was changed; h^ drew 
his breath easier. 

/ » • • • 

*— "Yesl by Heaven^ y^sl Great as 
Count Rosalvo, that can I be no longer ; 
but from being great as a Venetian Bravo^ 
what prevents me ?— Souls in blisis ! " he 
exclaimed, and sank on his knee, while he 
raised his folded hands to Heaven, as if 
about to pronounce the most awful oath, 
" Spirit of my father ! Spirit of Valeria ! 
I will not become unworthy of you ! Hear 
me, if your ghosts are permitted to wandei 
near me, hear me swear, that the Bi-avo 
shall not disgrace his origin, nor render 
vain the hopes which soothed you in tlie 
bitterness of death! • No! sure as I live, I 
will be the only dealer in this miserable 
trade, and posterity shall be compelled to 
honour that name, which my actions shall 
render illustrious.^ — 

He bowed his forehead till it touched 
the earth, and his tears flowed plente- 
onsly. Vast conceptions swelled his soul : 
he dwelt on wonderous views, till their 



THB BRAVO OF VBNXCB. 41 

extent bewildered his brain; yet another 
hour elapsed, and be sprang from the 
earth to realize them ! 

— •* I will enter into no compact against 
hnman nature with five miserable cut* 
throats. Alone will I make the republic 
tiremble, and before eight days are flown, 
these murderous knaves shall swing upon 
a gibbet. Venice shall no longer harbour 
five banditti; one and one only shall in* 
habit here^ and that one shall beard the 
Doge himself, shfill watch over right and 
over wrong, and according as he judges, 
shall reward and punish. Before eight days 
are flown, the state shall be purified from 
the presence of these outcasts of humanity, 
and then shall /stand here alone! Then 
must every villain in Venice, who hitherto 
has kept the daggers of my companions in 
employment, have recourse to me; then 
shall I know the names and persons of 
all those cowardly murderers, of all those 
illustrious profligates, with whom Matteo 
and his companions carry on the trade- of 
blood — ^And , then. . Abellino ! - Abellino ! 
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. ... that 13 the name 1 Hear it^ Veijice; 
hear it. and tremble t^ > 

i ■ 
Intoxicated with the wildness of his 

hopes, he rushed put of the garden; he 

summoned a Gondolier, , threw h^paself 

into the boa^ and hastened to the dwel^iig 

of Cinthia, where the inhabititnts already. 

were folded in the arms of sleep. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ROSABELLA, THE DOGE'S LOVELY NIECE. 

• • • • • • ■ . • 

— ^'^Hark, comrade,** said Matteo the 
next morning to AbelHiio ; ** to-day thou 
shah make thy first step in our profes- 
sion. — . 

— ^" To-day ! " hoarsely murmured Abel- 
lino; ^^and on whom am I to show my . 
skill?" 

— ^* Nay, to say truth, 'tis but a 
woman ; but one must not give too diffi- - 
cult a task to* a young beginner. I will 
myself accompany you, and see how yon 
conduct yourself in the first trial.** — 



' t 4 



— "Hum!'* s^d Abellino, and mea- 
sured Matteo with his eye irbm head to 
foot 
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— ^*' To-day, about four o'clock, thou 
shalt follow me to Dolabella's gardens, 
which are situated ou the south side of 
Venice ; we must both Ate disguised, you 
understand. In these gardens are excellent 
baths ; and after using these baths, the 
Doge's niece, the lovely Rosabella of Corfu, 
frequently walks without attendants. And 
then. . . . you conceive me?" 

— **And you will accompany me?" 

— ^" I will be a spectator of your first , 
adventure ; 'tis thus I deal by every one." 

. /'And how many inches deep must I 
plunge my dagger?" — 

—"To the hilt, boy, to the very hilt! 
Her death is required, and the payment 
will be princely; Rosabella in the grave, 
we are rich for life." — 

Every other point was soon adjusted. 
Noon, was now past, the clock in the 
neighbouring church of the Benedictines 
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strnck fonr^ and Matteo and Abellino were 
already forth. 

They arrived at the gardens of Dola- 
belk^ whidi thfit day were nnusually 
crt>wded. Every shady avenne was 
thronged with people of both sexes ; every 
arbonf was ocicnpied by the persons moil 
distinguished in Venice; in every comer 
sighed love-sick conples^ as they waited 
for the vnshed approach of twilight; and 
on every side did strains of vocal and 
instmmental mnsic ponr their harmony^ on 
the enchanted ear. 

Abellino mingled with the crowd. A 
most respectable-looking pemke concealed 
the repulsive ngliness of his features ; he 
imitated the walk and manners of a gouty 
old man, and supported himself by a 
crutch, as he walked slowly through the 
assembly. His habit, richly embroidered, 
procured for him universally a good re- 
ception, and no one scrupled to enter into 
conversation with 'him respecting the 
weather, the commerce of the republic, or 
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tbe.^esigM of }ts epemies; and pn none of 
these subjects was Abellino fopi^ incapable 
of sustaining the discourse. 

':.■;. . •. I 

By these means tie soon contrived to 
gain intelligence, that Rosabella was 
certainly in the gardens, how. kh^ W9is 
habited,, and. in what quarter, he wild 
most Hkely to £iid li6n. 

' I 

Thither he immediately bent his 
course; and hard at his he^ls followed 
Matteo. 

Alone, and in the most retired arbour 
sat Rosabella of Corfu, the fairest maid 
in Venice* 

Abellino drew near the arbour; he 
totteried, as he passed its entrance^ like, 
one oppressed with sudden faintness^ and 
attracted Rosabella's attention. 

— **Alas! alats!*" cried he, ^^is there 
no one at hand, who^ will take compas- 
sion oa rihe infirmity of a popr old 
man?"— 



"T«B BRA.VO OF VBNXCB. 47 

The Doge's feir niece qnitted the .ar- 
boQr hastily, and flew to give assistance 
to the sufferer/ • • '• ' 

—** What ails you, my good father?" 
she inquired in a melodious voice, and 
with a look of benevolent aujciety. 

. « 

Afaellino pointed towards the arbour; 
Ro&abeUa led him in, and placed him on 
a rieat of turf. 

^ Gi3d reward you, lady ! ** stammered 
AbeHino ftintly; he raised his eyes; 
they met Rosabella's, and a blush crim- 
soned his pal€ cheeks. 

'Rosabella stood in silence before the 
disguised assassin, and trembled with 
tender concent' for the old man's illness ; 
and oh ! * that expression of interest ever 
makes a lovely woman look so mudi more 
lovely ! She bent her delicate form 
over the man who was bribed to murder 
her, and after awhile asked him in the 
gentlest tone — ^^ Are you not better?" — 



■ t. 



\ 



! 
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— ^^^ Better!" fltammered the deceiver, 
with a feeble voice; — "better?— oh! 
yes, yes, yes ! — You. . . . you are the 
Doge's niece? the noble Rosabella of 
Corfu ?— 



• < > « 



— " The same, my good old man."— 

— ** Oh ! lady. ... I have somewhat to 
tell you. ... Be on your guard. • • • start 
not . . ^ what I would say is of the utmost 
consequence, and demands the greatest 
prudence—- Ah ! God, that there should 
live men so cruel— Lady, your life ijs in 
danger." 

The maiden started back; the colour 
fled from her cheeks. 

» . . - 

— " Do you wish to behold your as- 
sa^sUi ?— You shall not die, but if you. 
value your life, be silent" 

Rosabella knew not what to think ; the 
presence of the old man terrified her. 



a 



Fear nothing, lady, fear nothing; 



THB BRAVO OF VBNICS. 49 

yoa have nothing to fear, while I am with 
you — ^Before yon quit this arbour, you 
shall see the assassin expire at your 
feet.''— 

Rosabella made a movement, as would 
she have fled ; bnt suddenly the person 
who sat beside her was no longer an in- 
firm old man. He who a minute before 
had scarcely strength to mutter out a few 
sentences, and reclined against the arbour 
trembling like an aspen, sprang up with 
the force of a giant, and drew her back 
with one arm. 



— " For the love of heaven,*' she cried, 
release me ! Let me fly." — 



-^" Lady, fear nothing ; / protect 
you." — Thus said, Abellino placed a 
whistle at his lips, and blew it shrilly. 

Instantly sprang Matteo from his con- 
cealment in a neighbouring clump of trees, 
and rushed into tba arbour. Abellino 
threw Rosabella on the bank of turf, ad- 
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yanced a few steps to meet Matfeo, and 
plunged his dagger in his heart. 

Without uttering a single cry sank the 
Banditti-Captain at the feet of Abellino ; 
the death rattle was heard in his throaty 
and after a few horrible convulsioQB all 
was over. 

Now did Matteo>s murderer look again 
towards the arbour, and beheld Rosabella 
half senseless as she lay on the bank of 
turf. 

— " Your life is safe^ beautiful Rosa- 
bella/* said he; "there lies the villain 
bleeding, who conducted me hither to mur- 
der you. Recover yourself; return to 
your ancle the Doge, and tell him, that 
you owe your life to Abellino." — 

Rosabella could not speak. Trembling, 
she stretched her arms towards him, 
grasped his hand, and pressed it to her lips 
in silent gratitude. 

Abellino gazed with delight and wonder 



n 
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on tbs lovely sufferer; and in such a 
situation who could haye beheld her 
without emotion? — Rosabella bad scarcely 
numbered seventeen summers; her light 
and delicate limbs, enveloped in a thin 
white garment which fell around her in a 
thousand folds; her blue and melting eyes, 
wbence bedimed the expression of purest 
inoocence; her forehead, white as ivory, 
oven^badowed by the ringlets of her 
blight dark liiair; cheeks, whence terror 
had now stden the roses ; lips, which a 
seducer had never poisoned with his kisses ; 
such was Rosabella, a creature, in whose 
formation partial Nature seemed to have 
omitted nothing which might constitute 
the perfection of female loveliness — Such 
was she; and being such, the wretehed 
Abellino may be forgiven, if for some few 
minutes he stood like one enchanted, and 
l)artered for those few minutes the tran* 
quillity of his heart for ever. 

— "By him who made me," cried he 
at length, "oh^ thou art fair, Rosabella; 
Valeria was not fairer ! *' 

d2 
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He bowed himself down to her, and im- 
printed a burning kiss on the pale cheeks 
of the beauty. 

— " Leave me, thou dreadful man !** she 
stammered in terror; *^oh! leave me!** — 

/ 

— ^" Ah I Rosabella, why art thou so 
beauteous, and why am I . • . . Knowest 
thou who kissed thy cheek, Rosabella? 
Go! tell thy uncle, the proud Doge, 
'Twos the Bravo Abellino.^ — 



He said, and rushed out of the arbour. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE BRAVO'S BRIDE. 



It was not - without good reason that 
Abellino took hi& departure in such haste. 
He had quitted the spot but a few minutes^ 
when a large party accidently strolled that 
way, and discovered with astonishment 
the corse of Matteo, and Rosabella pale 
and trembling in the arbour. 

A crowd immediately collected itself 
round them. It increased with every mo- 
ment^ and Rosabella was necessitated to 
repeat what had happened to her for the 
satisfaction of every new-comer. 

In the mean while some of the Doge's 
courtiers, who happened to be among the 
crowds hastened to call her attendants to- 
gether; her gondola was already waiting 
for her, and the terrified girl soon reached 
her uncle's palace in safety. 
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In vain was an embargo laid upon 
every other gondola; in vain' did they 
examine every person, who was in the 
gardens of DolabeUa at the time, when 
the murdered assassin was first disco- 
vered — No traces could be found of 
Abellino. 

The report of this strange adventure 
spread like wild-fire through Venice— 
Abellino, for Rosabella had preserved but 
too well in her memory that dreadful 
name, and by the relation of her danger 
had given it universal publicity, Abellino 
was the object of general wonder and 
curiosity. Every one pitied the poor 
Rosabella for what she had suffered, exe- 
crated the villain who had bribed Matteo 
to murder her, and endeavoured to con- 
nect the different circumstances together 
by the help of one hypothesis or other, 
among which it would have been difficult 
to decide which was the most improbable* 

Every one, who heard the adyenture, 
told it again, and every one who told it, 
added something of his own : till at length 
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it was made into a complete romantic 
novels which might have been entitled with 
great propriety ** The Power of Beauty ;" 
for the Venetian gentlemen and ladies 
had settled the point among themselves 
completely to their own satisfaction, that 
Abellino would undoubtedly have assassi- 
nated Rosabella, had he not been prevent- 
ed by her uncommon beauty. But though 
Abellino^s interference had preserved hei 
life, it was doubted much, whether this 
adventure would be at all relished by her 
destined bridegroom, the Prince of Mo- 
naldeschi, a Neapplitan of the first rank, 
possessed of immense wealth and exten- 
sive influence. The Doge had for some 
tame been secretly engaged in negociating 
a match between his niece and this power- 
ful nobleman, who was soon expected to 
make his appearance at Venice. The mo- 
tive of his journey, in spite of all the 
Doge's precautions, had been divulged, 
and it was no longer a secret to any but 
Rosabella, who had never seen the 
Prince, and could not imagine why his 
expected visit should excite such general 
curiosity. 
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Thus far the story had been told much 
to Rosabella's credit; but at length the 
women' began to envy her for her share in 
the adventure. The kiss which she bad 
received from the Bravo, afforded them an 
excellent opportunity for throwing otit a 
few malicious insinuations — *^ She received 
a great service/' said one, ^^and there's no 
saying how far the fair Rosabella in the 
warmth of gratitude may have been cdrried 
in rewarding her preserver ! "- — " Very true," 
observed another, "and for my part, I 
think it not very likely, that the fellow, 
being alone with a pretty girl, whose life 
he had just saved, should have gone 
away contented with a single kiss!*'— 
^* Come, come," interrupted a third, *^ do 
not let us judge uncharitably; the fact may 
be exactly as the lady relates it ; tliough I 
must say, that gentlemien of Abellino's 
profession are not usually so pretty-behaved, 
and that this is the first time I ever heard 
of a Bravo in the Platonics." — 

' ' * . 

In short, Rosabella and the horrible 
Abellino furnished the indolent and gos- 
sipping Venetians with conversation so 
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long, that at length the Doge's niece was 
universally known by the honourable ap* 
pellation of " the Bravo's Bride.** 

But no one gave himself more trouble 
about this affair than the Doge, the good 
but proud Andreas. He immediately 
issued orders, that every person of suspi- 
cious appearance should be watched more 
closely than ever: the night patroles were 
doubled; and spies Were employed daily 
in procuring intelligence of Abellinoj and 
yet all was in vain, Abelliiio's retreat wad 
inscrutable^ 



i>d 
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CHAPTER Via. 



THE CONSPIRACY. 



-«-" Confusion ! ** exclaimed Paro2zi% 
a Venetian nobleman of the first rank^ 
as he paced his chamber with a disofdered 
air, on the morning after Matteo's mur« 
der ; ^^ now all cnrses light upon the 
villain^s awkwardness ! Yet it seems in- 
conceivable to me, how all this should 
have fallen ont so untowardly! Has 
any one discovered my designs? — I" know 
well^ that Verrino loves Rosabella; was 
it he who opposed this confounded 
Abellino to Matteo, and charged him to 
mar my plans against her? — ^That seems 
likely.— And now, when the Doge in- 
quires who it was that employed assassins 
to murder his niece, what other will be 
suspected than Parozzi, the discontented 
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lover^ to whom Rosabella refused her hand, 
and whom Andreas hates past hope of 
reconciliation? — And now, having once 
foond the scent . . • • Parozzi I Parozzi ! 
should the crafty Andreas get an insight 
into your plans. . • . should he learn, that 
yon have placed yourself at the head of a 
troop of hare-brained youths. . • • hare ^ 
brained may I well* call children, who, 
in order to avoid the rod, set fire to their 
paternal mansion — Parozzi, should all this 
be re vended to Andreas. ... ! ** 

Here his reflections were interrupted. 
Memmo, Falieri, and Contarino entered 
the room, three young Venetians of the 
highest nuik, Parozzi's inseparable com- 
panions, men depraved both in mind and 
body,fipendthrifts, voluptuaries, well known 
to every usurer in Venice, and owing 
more than their paternal inheritance wonld 
ever admit of their paying. 

— "Why how is this, Parozzi?" cried 
Memmo as he entered, a wretch whose 
every feature exhibited marks of that 
libertinism to which his life had been 
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dedicated^ ^' I can scarce recover myself 
from my astonishment! For Heaven's 
sake, is this report true ? Did you really 
hire Matteo to murder the Doge's niece?" 

"I?" exclaimed Parozw, and hastily 
turned away to hide the deadly paleness 
which overspread his. countenance; "why 
should you suppose, that any such de- 
signs. . . . surely Memmo, you are dis- 
tracted." — 

Memmo — By my soul, I speak but the 
plain^matter of fact. Nay, only ask Falieri ; 
he can tell you more. — 

Falieri — Faith, it's certain, Parozzi, 
that Lomellino has declared to the Doge 
as a truth beyond doubting, that you^ 
and none but yow, were the person, who 
instigated Matteo to attempt Rosabella's 
life. 

Parozzi — And I tell you again, that 
Lomellino knows not what he says. 

Contarino — Well, well! only be upon 



\ 
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your guard. Andreas is a terrible fellow 
to deal with. 

Falieri — He terrible. I tell you, he 
is the most contemptible blockhead 
that the universe can furnish! Courage 
perhaps he possesses, but of .brains not 
an atom. 

Contarino — And / tell you, that 
Andreas is as brave as a ]ion> and as 
crafty as a fox. 

Falieri — Psha! psha! Every thing 
would go to the rack and ruin, were it 
not for the wiser heads of this trium- 
virate of counsellors, whom Heaven 
confound? Deprive him of Paolo Man- 
frone, Conari, and Lomellino, and the 
Doge would stand there looking as fool- 
ish as a school-boy, who was going to be 
examined, and had forgotten his lesson 

Parozzi — Falieri is in the right. 

Memmo — Quite! quite! 
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Falieri — And then Abdreas is ds proud 
as a beggar grown rich and drest in his 
first suit of embroidery ' By St. Anthony, 
he is become quite insupportable! — Do 
you not observe how he increases^ the 
number of his attendants daily c 

Memmo — ^Nay, that is an undoubted fact. 

Contarino — And then to what an 
unbounded extent has he carried his 
influence !-^the Signoria, the Quaranti, 
the Procurators of St. Mark, the Avo- 
catori, all think, and act, exactly as it 
suits the Doge's pleasure and conve- 
nience! Every soul of them depends 
as much on that one man's humour and 
caprices, as puppets do, who nod or 
shake their wooden heads, just as the 
fellow behind the curtain thinks proper 
to move the wires. 

Parozzi— -And yet the populace idol- 
izes this Andreas ! 

Memmo— -Aye, that is the worst part 
of the story. 
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Palieri-*-Bnt never credit ine again, 
if he does not experience a reverse of 
fortune speedily. 

Contarino-*-That might happen, wonld 
we but set onf shoulders to the wheel 
stoutly. But what do we do! We pass 
our time in taverns and brothels, drink 
and game, and throw ourselves headlong 
into such an ocean of debts, that the 
best swimmer must sink at last. Let us 
resolve to make the attempt : let us seek 
recruits on all sides ; let us labour with 
all our might and main: things must 
change; or if they do not, take my 
word for it, my friends, this world is no 
longer a world for us. 

Memmo— Nay, it*s a melancholy 
truth, that during the last half year my 
creditors have been ready to beat my 
door down with knocking; I am awak-^ 
ened out of my sleep in the morning, 
and lulled to rest again at night, with 
no other music than their eternal 
clamours. 
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Parozzi — Ha! ha! ha! — As for me, I 
need not tell yon how / am situated ! 

Falieri — Had we been less extravagant, 
we might at this moment have been 
sitting quietly in our palaces, and .... 
But as things stand now. ... 

Parozzi — Well ! — "as things stand 
now*'. ... I verily believe that Falieri is 
going to moralize! 

Contarino — ^That is ever the way with 
old sinners, when they have lost the 
power to sin any longer: then they are 
ready enough to weep over their past 
life, and talk loudly about repentance 
and reformation. Now, for my own 
part, I am perfectly well satisfied with 
my wanderings from the commoii beaten 
paths of morality and prudence. They 
serve to convince me, that I am not one 
of your every-day men, who sit cramped 
up in the chimney comer, lifeless and 
phlegmatic, and shudder when they hear 
of any extraordinary occurrence. Nature 
evidently intended me to be a libertine. 
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and I am determined to fulfil my desti- 
nation. — ^Why, if spirits like ours were 
not produced every now and then, the 
world would absolutely go fast ^ asleep ; 
bat tve rouse it by deranging the old 
order of things, force mankind to quicken 
their snail's pace, furnish a million of 
idlers with riddles which they puzzle 
their brains about without being able to 
comprehend, infuse some few hundreds 
of new ideas into the heads of the great 
multitude, and, in short, are as useful to 
the world, as tempests are, which dissipate 
thoae exhalations, with which Nature 
otherwise would poison herself. 

Falieri — Excellent sophistry, by my 
honour! Why, Contarino, ancient Rome 
has had an irreparable loss in not having 
numbered you among her orators : it is a 
pity though, that there should be so little 
that's solid wrapped up in so many fine- 
sounding words. — Now learn, that while 
you,' with this rare talent of eloquence, 
have been most unmercifully wearing out 
the patience of your good-natured hearers. 
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Falieri has been in action! The Cardioal 
Gonzaga ia discontented with the govern- 
tneut; Heaven knows what Alidreas has 
done to make him so vehemently his 
enemy ; but, in short, Gonzaga now belongs 
to our party. 

Parozzi — (with astonishment and de- 
light) — Falieri, are you in your senses ? 
— ^The Cardinal Gonzaga? 

Falieri — Is ours, and ours both body 
and soul. I confess, I was first obliged 
to rhodomontade a good deal to him about 
our patriotism, our glorious designs, our 
love for freedom, and so forth ; in short, 
Gonzaga is a hypocrite, and therefore is 
Gonzaga the fitter for us. 

Contarino — (clasping Falieri's hand) 
—■Bravo, my friend ! Venice shall see a 
second edition of Cataline's conspiracy. 
Now then it is mj/ turn to speak, fdr I 
have not been idle since we parted. In 
truth I have as yet caught nothing, but I 
have made myself master of an all-power- 
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fol net, with which 1 doubt not to capture 
the best half of Venice. Yon all know 
the Marchioness Olympia? 

Parozzi — ^Does not each of us keep 
a list of the handsomest women in the 
republic, and can we have forgotten num- 
ber one? 

Falieri — Olympia and Rosabella are the 
goddesses of Venice: our ypuths burn 
incense on no other altars. 

Contarino — Olympia is my own. 
Falieri— How? 

Parozzi — Olympia ? 

Contarino— Why how now? Why stare 
ye, as had I prophesied to you that tlie 
skies were going to fall?— 1 tell yon 
Olympia's heart is mine, and that I pos- 
sess her entire and most intimate confi- 
dence. Our connection must remain a 
profound secret: but depend on it, what- 
ever 1 wish, she wishes also; and you know 
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she can make half the nohility in Venice 
dance to the sound of her pipe, let her play 
what tune she pleases. 

Parozzi — Contarino, you are our 
master. 

Contarino — And you had not the 
least suspicion how powerful an ally I 
was labouring to procure for you ? 

Parozzi — I must blush for myself while 
J. listen to you, ^since as yet I have done 
nothing. Yet this I must say in my ex- 
cuse : had M atteo, bribed by my gold, ac- 
complished Rosabella's murder, the Doge 
would have been robbed of that chain, with 
which he holds the chief men in Venice 
attached to his government. Andreas 
would have no merit, were Rosabella once 
removed. The most illustrious families 
would care no longer for' his friendship, 
were their hopes of a connection with him 
by means of his niece buried in her grave. 
Rosabella will one day be the Doge's 
heiress. 



THB BRAVO OF VBNICE. 69 



Memmo— All that I can do for you 
in this business is to provide you with 
pecuniary supplies. My old miserable 
uncle^ whose whole property becomes 
mine at his deaths has brim-full coffers^ 
and the old miser dies whenever I say 
the word. 

Falieri— You have suffered him to live 
too long already. 

» 

Memmo — ^Why, I never have been 
able to make up my mind entirely to. . . . 
You would scarcely believe it, friends, 
but at times I am so hypochondriac, that 
I could almost fancy 1 feel twinges of 
conscience. 

Contarino — Indeed ! Then take my ad- 
vice ; go into a monastery. 

Memmo — Yes, truly, . that would suit 
me to a hair! 

Falieri — Our first care must be to find 
out our old acquaintances, Matteo's com- 
panions: yet, having hitherto always 



70 TBB BRAVO OF VBNICB. 

transacted bnainess with them tJbu*oiigh 
their captain^ I know not wh^re they are 
to be met with, 

Faroza — ^As soon as they are found, 
their first employment must be the re- 
moval of the Doge's trio of advisers, 

Conta]::ino — ^That were an excellent 
idea, if it were but as easily done as said.'— 
Well, then, my friends^ th^is principal 
point at least is deckled. Either we will 
bnry our debts under the rqit^. ol the 
existing constitution of the r^Hiblic, or 
make Andreas a gift of our heads towards 
strengthening the walls of the bmildiBg*-^ 
In either case we shall at least obtain 
quiet. Necessity with her whip of ser- 
pents has driven us to the very highest 
point of her rock, whence we must save 
ourselves by some act of extraordinary 
daring, or be precipitated on the opposite 
side into the abyss of shame and eternal 
oblivion. The next point to be considered 
is, how we may best obtain supplies for 
our necessary expences, and induce others 
to join with ua in our. plans* For this 
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purpose^ we most use every artifice to 
secarq in our interests the courtezans of 
the greatest celebrity in Venice* What 
we shpuld be unable to effect by every 
power of persuasion^ banditti by their 
daggers, and princes by tl^ir treasurifss^ 
can one of those Phrynes accomplish with 
a single look. Where the terrors of the 
scaffold are without effect^ and the prieats' 
exhortations are heard with coldness, a 
wanton jkiss and a tender promise often 
perform wonders, 'i'he most vigilant 
fidelity dtops to sleep on the volnptuous 
bosoms of these witebes ; the warmth of 
their kisses can thaw the lips of secrecy 
itself; and the bell which sounded the 
hour of assignation, has often rang the 
knell of the most sacred principles and 
most stedfast resolutions. — But should you 
either fail to gain the mastery over the 
minds of these women, or fear to be your- 
selves entangled in the nets which you 
wish to spread for others, in these cases 
you must have recourse to the holy 
father-confessors. Flatter the pride of 
these insolent friars ; paint for them upon 
the blank leaf of futurity bishops' mitres, 
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patriarchal missions^ the hats of cardinals/ i 
and the keys of St. Peter ; my life upon , 
it, they will spring at the bait, and you 
will have them completely at your dis- 
posal. These hypocrites, who govern the 
consciences oi the bigotted Venetians, 
hold man and woman, the noble and the 
mendicant, the Doge and the gondolier, 
bound fast in the chains of superstition, 
by which they can lead them wheresoever 
it best suits their pleasure — It will save 
us tons of gold in gaining over proselytes 
and keeping their consciences quiet when 
gained, if we can but obtain the assistance 
of the confessors, whose blesdngs and 
curses pass with the multitude for current 

coin. Now then to work, comrades, 

and so farewell.—^ 
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CHAPTER IX. 



CINTinA'S DWELLING. 



Scarcely had Abellioo achieved the 
bloody deed which employed every tongue 
in Venice, than he changed his dress * and 
whole appearance with so much expedition 
and success, as to prevent the slightest 
suspicion of his being Matteo*s murderer. 
He quitted the gardens unquestioned, 
nor left the least frace which could lead 
to a discovery. 

He arrived at Cinthia's dwelling. It 
was already evening. Cinthia opened the 
door, and Abellino entered the common 
apartment. 

— '^, Where are the rest?** said he, in 
a savage tone of voice, whose sound made 
Cinthia tremble. 

£ 
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— "They have been asleep/' she aa- 
swered, "since raid-day. Probably they 
mean to go oat on some pnrsnit to-night/^ 

Abellino threw himself into a chair^ and 
seemed to be lost in thonght. 

— " But why are you always so gloomy^ 
Abellino ? '' said Cinthia^ drawing near him ; 
" it*s that which makes you so ugly. 
Pry'thee away with those frowns; they 
make your countenance look worse than 
nature made it.'* — 

Abellino gave no answer. 

— " Really, you are enough to frighten 
a body! Come now, let us be friends, 
Abellino ; I begin not to dislike you, and 
to endure your appearance; and I don't 
know but • . . " — 

— " Go ! wake the sleepers ! " roared the 
Bravo. 

— "The sleepers? Psha! let them 
sleep on, the stupid rogues! Sure you 
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are not afraid to be alone with me? Mercy 
on me^ one wonld think I looked as terri- 
ble as yourself? Do I ? — ^Nay, look on 
me, Abellinol'' — 

« 

Cinthia, to say the trnth, was by no 
means an ilUlooking girl; her eyes were 
bright and expressive; her hair fell in 
shining ringlets over her bosom ; her lips 
were red and fall, and she bowed them 
towards AbelHno's— But Abellino's were 
still sacred by the touch of Rosabella's 
eheek — He started from his seat, and re- 
moved, yet gently, Cinthia's hand, which 
rested on his shoulder. 

''Wake the sleepers, my good girl," 
said he, ''I must speak with them this 
moment.**— 

Cinthia hesitated. 

— ^**Nay, go!'* said he, in a fierce voice. 

Cinthia retired in silence; yet as she 
crossed the threshold, she stopped for an 
instant, and menaced him with her finger. 

£2 
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Abel lino strode through the chamber 
with hasty steps, his head reclining on 
his shoulder, his arms folded over his 
breast. 

ft 

— "The first step is taken,** said he to 
himself^ " there is one moral monster the 
less on earth. I have committed no sin by 
this murder; I have but performed a sa- 
cred duty — ^Aid me, thou Great and 
Good, for arduous is the task before me. — 
Ah ! should that task be gone through 
with success^ and Rosabella be the re-> 
ward of my labours. . . . Rosabella? — 
What! shall the Doge*s niece bestow on 
the outcast Abellino. • . . Oh ! madman that 
I am to hope it> never can I reach the 
gaol of my wishes !— No I never was there 
frenzy to equal mine! To attach myself 
at first sight to. . . . Yet Rosabella alone 
is capable of thus enchanting at first sight! 
— Rosabella and Valeria! — ^To be beloved 
by two such women. . . . Yet, though *tis 
impossible to attain, the striving to attain 
such an end is glorious! Illusions so 
delightful will at least make me happy 
for a moment, and, alas! the wretched 
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Abellino needs so many illusions, that 
for a n\oment will make him happy! — 
Oh ! surely knew the world what I gladly 
would accomplish, the world would both 
love and pity me ! " 

Cinthia returned — the four Bravos 
followed her, yawning, grumbling, ^and 
still half asleep. 

— ^^ Come, come ! " said Abellino ; 
*^ rouse yourselves lads! Before I fla¥ 
any thing, be convinced that you are 
wide awake, for what I am going to tell 
you is so strange, that you would scarce 
believe it in a dream." 

They listened to him with an air of 
indifference and impatience. 

— ^^Why, what's the matter now?" 
said Thomaso, while he stretched himself. 

— "Neither more nor less, than that 
our honest, hearty, brave Matteo. ... is 
murdered ! " 
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— " What ! Murdered ? " every 

one exclaimed, and gazed with looks of 
terror on the bearer of this unwelcome 
news: while Cinthia gave a loud scream, 
and clasping her hands together, sunk 
almost breathless into a chair. 

A general silence prevailed for some time. 



— "Murdered?" at length repeated Tho- 
maso — '^ and by whom ?" 



Baluzzo — ^Wtere? 

Pietrino— What? this forenoon? 

Abellino — In the gardens ofDolabella, 
where he was found bleeding at the feet 
of the Doge's niece. — ^Whether he fell by 
her hand, or by that of one of her admirers, 
I cannot say. 

Cinthia — (weeping) — ^Poor dearMatteo! 

Abellino — About this time to*morrow 
you will see his corse exhibited on the 
gibbet. 
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Pietrino — ^What ! Did any one recog- 
nize him ? 



Abellino — ^Yes, yes! there's no donbt 
abont his trade^ yon may depend on't. 

Cintbia — ^The gibbet!— —Poor dear 
Matteo! 

Thomaso— This is a fine piece of work! 

Balazzo — Confonnd the felldw! who 
woold have thonght of any thing hap- 
pening so unlucky. 

Abdliuo-^Why how now? You seem 
to be overcome ? 

Stru2za — I cannot recover myself: 
surprise and terror have almost stupified 
me! 

Abellino— Indeed ! By my life, when 
I heard the news I burst into laughter 
— ^ Signor Matteo/ said I, ^ I wish your 
worship joy of your safe arrival.'— 
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Thomaso — What ! 

Struzza — You laughed ? Hang me if I 
can see what there is to laugh at ! 

Abellino — Why surely you are not 
. afraid of receiving what you are so ready 
to bestow on others? What is your 
object ? What can we expect as our 
reward at the end of our labours^ 
except the gibbet or the rack? What 
memorials of our actions shall we leave 
behind us^ except our skeletons dancing 
in the air, and the chains which rattle 
round them? He who chooses to play 
theBravo's part on the great theatre of 
the world, must not be afraid of death, 
whether it come at the hands of the 
physician or of the executioner. — 
Come, come! pluck up your spirits, 
comrades. 

Thomaso — ^Thsit's easy to say, but quite 
out of my power. 

Pietrino — Mercy on me, how my teeth 
chatter ! 
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Balazzo — Pry'thee, Abellino, be com- 
posed for a tnoinent or two ! your gaiety 
at a time like this is qaite horrible. 

Cinthia— Oh! me! oh! me!— Poor 
mnrdered Matteo ! 

Abellino — Hey day! Why, what i| 
all this?-Cinthia, my Ufe, are yon not 
ashamed of being sach a child ? Come, let 
yon and I renew that conversation which 
my sending yon to wake these gentlemen 
interrupted— Sit down by me, sweetheart, 
and give me a kiss. 

Cinthia — Out upon you, monster ! 

Abellino — ^What, have you altered your 
mind, my pretty dear ? — Well, well ; with 
all my heart ! when you are in the humour, 
perhaps /may not have the inclination. 

Baluzzo — Death and the devil, Abel* 
lino, is this a time for talking nonsense ? 
Pry*thee keep such trash for a fitter 
occasion, and let us consider what we are 
to dq just now. 

£ 5 
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Pietrino — Nay^ this is no season for 
trifling. 

Struzza-^Tell us, Abellino ; you are a 
clever fellow ; what course is it best for us 
to take ? 

Abellino — (after a pause)— Nothing 
* must be done, or a great deal — ^One of 
two things we must choose, — Either we 
must remain where we are, and what we 
are, murder honest men to please any ras- 
cal who will give us gold and fair words, 
and make up our lainds to be hung, broken 
on the wheel, condemned to the galleys^ 
burnt alive, crucified, or beheaded, at the 
long run, just as it may seem best to the 
supreme authority ; or else. . . . 

Thomafio— Or else ?— Well ? 

Abelli.no— Or else we must divide the 
spoils which are already in our possession, 
quit the republic^ begin a new and better 
life^ aiad endeavour to make our peace with 
Heavien. — We have already wealth oiough 
to miake it unnecessary for us to ask — 
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" How shall we get our bread ?" — ^You 
may either bay an estate in some foreign 
country^ or keep an Osteria^ or engage in 
commerce^ or set np some trade, .or, in 
short, do whatever yon like best, so that 
yon do but abandon (he profession of an 
assassin. Then we may look out for a 
wife among the pretty girls of our own 
rank in life, become the happy fathers of 
sons and daughters, may eat and drink in 
peace and security, and make amends by 
the honesty of our future lives for the 
offences of our past. 

Thomaso-<-Ha ! ha I ha ! 

Abellino— What ^ou do, that will / do 
too ; I will either hang or be broken on 
the wheel along with you, or become an 
honest man, just as you please — Now then 
what is your decision ? 

ThomasO'— Was there ever such a stupid 
counsellor ! 

Pietrino — Our decision? Nay, the point's 
not very difficult to decide. 



84 THE BRAVO OF VBNICB. 

Abellino-— ^r should have thought it had 
been. 

Thomaso — Without more words then, 
I vote for our remaining as we are, and 
carrying on our old trade : that will bring 
us plenty of gold, and enable us to lead a 
jolly life. 

Pietrino— 'Right, lad! You speak my 
thoughts exactly. 

Thomaso — ^We are Bravos, it's true; 
but what then? We are honest fellows, 
and the devil take him who dares to say we 
are not. However, at any rate, we must 
keep within doors for a few dayib^ lest we 
should be discovered ; for I warrant you 
the Doge's spies are abroad in search of 
us by this. But as soon as the pursuit is 
over, be it our first business (o find out 
Matteo's murderer, and throttle him out 
of hand as a warning to all others* 

All — Bravo! bravissimo! 

« 
Pietrino — And from this day forth I 

vote that Thomaso should be our captain. 
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Strozza — Aye, in Matteo^s stead. 

All— Right! right: 

Abellino — ^To which I say amen with 
all my heart— Now then all is decided. 



END OF BOOK THE FIRST. 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 



CHAPTER L 



THE BIRTH-DAY. 



In solitude and anxiety, with barred win- 
dows and bolted doors, did the banditti 
pass the day immediately succeeding 
Matteo*8 murder; eveiy murmur in the 
street appeared to them a cause of appre- 
hension ; every foot-step which approached 
their doors made them tremble till it had 
passed them. 

In the mean while the ducal palace 
blazed with splendour and resounded 
with mirth. The Doge celebrated the 
birth-day of his fair niece, Rosabella; 
and the feast was honoured by the pre- 
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sence of the chief persons of the city^ 
of the foreign ambassadors^ and of many 
illustrious strangers who were at that time 
resident in Venice, 

ft 

On this occasion no expense had been 
spared^ no source of pleasure had been 
neglected. The arts contended with each 
other for superiority; the best poets in 
Veniccf celebrated this day with powers 
excelling any thing which th^y had 
before exhibited, for the subject of their 
verses was Rosabella: the musicians and 
virttiosi surpassed all their former tri- 
umphs, for their object was to obtain 
the suffrage of Rosabella. The; singular 
unionof all kinds of pleasure intoxicated 
the imagination of every guest ; ai|d the 
Genius of Delight extended his influence 
over the whole assembly,, over the old 
man and the youth, over the matron and 
the virgin. 

The venerable Andreas had seldom been 
in such high spirits, as on this occasion. — 
He was all life; smiles of satisfaction 
played round his lips ; gracious and con- 
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descending to 'every one, lie made it his 
chief care to prevent his rank from being 
felt. Sometimes he trifled with the ladies, 
whose beauty formed the greatest oma^- 
ment of this entertainment; sometimes he 
mingled among the masks, whose fantastic 
appearance and gaiety of conversation 
enlivened the ball-room by their variety; 
at other times he played chess with the 
generals and admirals of the republic; 
and frequently he forsook every thing to 
gaze with delight on Rosabella's dancing, 
or listen in silent rapture to Rosabella's 
music. 

Lomellino, Conari, and Paolo Man- 
frone, the Doge's three confidential friends 
and counsellors, in defiance of their grey 
hairs, mingled in the throng of youthful 
beauties, flirted first with one and then with 
another, and the arrows of raillery were 
darted and received on both sides with 
spirit and good humour. 

— "Now, Lomellino," said Andreas 
to his friend, who entered the saloon, in 
which the Doge was at that time acci- 
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•. - 

dentally alone with his niece ; " you 
seem in gayer spirits this evening than 
when we were l^ng before Scardona, 
and had so hard a game to play against 
the Turks;'— 

Lome) lino — I shall not take upon me 
to deny that^ Signor. I still think with 
a mixture of terror and satisfaction on 
the night when we took Scardona^ and 
carried the half-moon before the city 
walls. By my soul^ our Venetians fought 
like lions. 

Andreas— FilJ this goblet to their me- 
mory, my old soldier; you have earned 
your rest bravely. 



Lomellino— Aye, Signor, and oh! it 
is so sweet to rest on laurels! — But in 
truth, 'tis to you that I am indebted for 
mine — ^it is you who have immortalized 
me. No soul on earth would have known 
that Lomellino existed, had be not fought 
in Dalmatia and Sicilia under the banners 
of the great Andreas, and assisted him in 



I 
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raising eternal trophies in honour of the 
republic. 

Andreas — My good Lomellino^ the Cy- 
prus wine has heated your imagination* 

Lomellino — Nay, I know well I ought 
not to call you great, and praise you thus 
openly to your face; but faith! Siguor, 
I am grown too old for it to be worth my 
while to flatter. That is a business which 
I leave to our young courtiers, who have 
never yet come within the smell of powder, 

and never have fought for Venice and 
Andreas. 

Andreas— 'You are an old endiusiast! 
— ^Think you the Emperor is of the same 
opinion ? 

Lomellino — Unless Charles the Fifth 
is deceived by those about him, or is too 
proud to allow the greatness of an 
enemy, he must say perforce — ^^ There 
is but one man on earth whom I fear, 
and who is worthy to contend with me ; 
and that man is Andreas.'' — 
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Andreas — I suspect he will be sorely 
displeased when he receives my answer 
to the message by which he notified 
to me the imprisonment of the French 
King. 

LomeUino — ^Displeased he will be, Sig- 
nor, no doubt of it; bat what then? 
Venice need not fear his displeasure, 
while Andreas still lives. But when you 
and your heroes are once gone to your 
eternal rest. . . . then, alas for thee, poor 
Venice! I fear your golden times will 

soon come to their eoncmsiou. 

Andreas — ^Whatl Have we not many 
young officers of great promise ? 

Lomellino — Alas ! what are most of 
them ? Heroes in the fields of Venus ! 
Heroes at a drinking-bout! Efieminate 
striplings, relaxed both in mind and body! 
— ^But how am I running on, forgetful. . . 
Ah! when one is grown old, and convers- 
ing with an Andreas, it is easy to forget 
evCTy thing else— -My Lord, I sought 
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you with a request ; a request too of 
consequence. 

Andreas — ^You excite my curiosity. 

Lomellino — ^About a week ago, there 
arrived here a young Florentine noble- 
man called Flodoardo, a youth of noble 
appearance and great promise. 

Andreas — ^Well ? 

Lomellino-~His father was one of m^ 
dearest friends ; he is dead now> the 
good old generous nobleman ! In our 
youth we served together on board the 
same vessel, and many a turbanned head 
has fallen beneath his sword — Ah ! he was 
a brave soldier. 

Andreas — While celebrating the father's 
bravery, you seem to have quite forgotten 
the son. 

Lomellino — His son is arrived in Ve- 
nice, and wishes to enter into the service 
of the republic. I intreat you, give the 
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young man some respectable situation ; 
he will prove the boast of Venice, when 
we shall be in our graves ; on that would 
I hazard my existence! 

Andreas — Has he sense and talent ? 

Lomellino^— That he has, a heart 
like his fathers — ^Will it please you to 
see and conyerse with him ? He is yon- 
der, among the masks in the great Saloon. 
One thing I must tell you, as a specimen 
of his designs. He has heard of the ban- 
ditti who infest Venice; and he engages, 
that the first piece of service which he 
renders the republic shall be the delivering 
into the hands of justice those concealed 
assassins, who hitherto have eluded the 
vigilance of our police. 

Andreas— Indeed!— I doubt that pro- 
mise will be too much for his power to 
perform — Flodoardo, I think you called 
him ? — ^Tell him I would speak with him. 

Lomellino— Ob! then I have gained 
at least the half of my cause, and I be-^ 



94 THB BRAVO OF VENICE. 

lieve the tjohole of it ; for to see Flodo- 
ardo^ and not to like him^ is as difficult 
as to look at Paradise and not wish to 
enter. To see Flodoardo, and to hate 
him^ is as unlikely^ as that a blind man 
should hate the kind hand which removes 
the cataract from his eyes, and pours upon 
.hem d,e ble.,tag, of ligb. J beamie. 
of Nature. 

Andreas — ( smiling ) — In the whole 
course of our acquaintance, Lomellino, 
never did I hear you so enthusiastic ! — Go 
then ; conduct this prodigy hither. 

Lomellino — I hasten to find him — And 
as for you, Signora, look to yourself ! look 
to yourself, I say ! 

Rosabella — ^Nay, pry'thee, Lomellino, 
bring your hero hither without delay ; you 
have raised my curiosity to the height. 

Lomellino quitted the saloon. 

Andreas-^How comes it that you rejoin 
not the dancers, my child ? 
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Rosabella — I am weary, and besides 
curiosity now detains me here> for I would 
fain see this Flodoardo> whom IiomeUino 
thinks deserving of such extraordinary 
praise. Shall I tell you the truth, my dear 
uncle ? I verily believe that I am already 
acquainted with him. There was a mask 
in a Grrecian habit, whose appearance was 
so striking, that it was impossible for him 
to remain confounded with the crowd : 
the least attentive eye must have singled 
him out from among a jthousand. It was 
a tall light figure, so graceful in every 
movement. . . • then his dancing was quite 
perfection ! 

Andreas — (smiling, and threatening with 
his finger) — Child ! child ! 

Rosabella — ^Nay, my dear uncle, what 
I say is nuere justice ; it is possible, indeed, 
that the Greek and the Florentine may be 
two difierent persons ; but still, according 
to Loinellino's description. • . . Oh ! look 
dear qncle, only look yonder ! there stands 
the Greek, as I live. 
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Andreas — And Lomellino is with him 
— ^they approach — Rosabella, you have 
made a good guess. 

The Doge had scarcely ceased to speak^ 
when Lomellino entered the room^ con- 
ducting a tall young man, richly habited 
in the Grecian fashion. 



— « My gracious Lord/' said Lomellino, 
" I present to you the Count Flodoardo, 
who humbly sues for your protection.'' 



Flodoardo uncovered his head in token 
of respect^ took off his mask^ and bowed 
low before the illustrious ruler of Venice. 

Andreas — I understand you are desirous 
of serving the republic ? 

Flodoardo— -That is my ambition, should 
your highness think me deserving of sud^ 
an honour* 

Andreas — Lomellino speaks highly of 
you ; if all that he sayi be true, how came 
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yon to deprive yonr own country of your 
services ? 

Flodoardo — Because my own country* 
is not governed by an Andreas. 

Andreas— You have intentions^ it seems, 
of discovering the haunts of the banditti, 
who for some time past have- caused so 
many tears to flow in Venice ? 

Flodoardo — If your highness would 
deign to confide in me, I would answer 
with my head for their delivery into the 
hands of your officers, and that speedily. 

Andreas — That were much for a stranger 
to perform — I would fain make the trial 
whether you can keep your word. 



Flodoardo— That is sufficient — ^To-mor- 
row, or the day after at latest, will I 
perform my promise. 

Andreas — And you make that promise 
so resolutely ? Are you aware, young man, 

F 
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how dangerous a task it i« to. sofprise 
these miscreants? They are neiter to be 
fband when sought for^ and always present 
when least expected ; They are at once 
every where and no where"; there exists 
Dot a nook in all Venice which onr spies 
are not acquainted with, or have left un- 
examined^ and yet has our police en- 
deavoured in vain to discover the place 
of their concealment. 

Flodoardo — I know all this^ and to 
know it rejoices me, since it afibrd^ me 4D 
opportunity of convincing the Doge of 
Venice, tjiat my actions are not those of 
a common adventurer. 

Andreas— Perform your promise, and 
then let me hear of yon. For the present 
our discourse shall end here, for no un- 
pleasant thoughts must disturb the joy to 
which tl^is day is dedicated.*-— Rosabella, 
would you not like to join the dancers ? — 
^Count, I confide her to your care. 



Flodoardo— I could not be intrusted 
with a more precious charge 
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Rosabella, durmg this conversation, 
had been leaning against the back of her 
uncle^s chair : she repeated to herself Lo- 
mellino'S assertion, " that to see Flodoardo, 
and not to like him, was as difficult as to 
look at Paradise and not wish to enter ;*' 
and while she gazed on the youth, she 
allowed that Lomellino had not exaggerat- 
ed. When her uncle desired Flodoardo 
to conduct her to the dancers, ^ soft blush 
overspread her cheeks, and she doubted 
whether she should accept or decline the 
hand which was immediately offered, s 

And to tell you my real opinion, my 
fair Ladies, I suspect that very few of 
you would have been more collected than 
Rosabella, had you found yourselves 
similarly situated. In truth, such a form 
as Flodoardo*s ; a countenance whose phy- 
siognomy seemed a passport at once to the 
hearts of all who examined it ; features so 
exquisitely fashioned, that the artist who 
wished to execute a model of manly beauty, 
had he imitated them would have had 
nothing to supply or improve; feature!), 
every one of which spoke-so clearly- — " the 

f2 
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bosom of this youth contains the heart of 
a hero :*' — .... ah I Ladies^ my dear 
Ladies, a man like this might well make 
some little confusion in the head arid heart 
of a poor young girl, tender and unsus- 
picious ! 

Flodoardo /ook Rosabella's hand/ and 
led her into the ball-room. Here all was 
mirth and splendour ; the roofs re-echoed 
with tlTe full swell of harmony^ and the 
floor trembled beneath the multitude of 
dancers, who formed a thousand beautiful 
groupes by the blaze of innumerable lus- 
tres — Yet Flodoardo and Rosabella passed 
on in silence, till they reached the extreme 
end of the Great Saloon. Here they stop« 
ped, and remained before an open window. 
Some minutes passed, and still they spoke 
not. — Sometimes they gazed on each other, 
sometimes on the dancers, sometimes on 
the moon ;, , and then again they forgot 
each other, the dancers, and the moon, and 
were totally absorbed in themselves. 

— "Lady,*" said Flodoardo at lengthy 
^^ can there be a greater misfortune?" , 
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—"A misfortune!" said Rosabella, 
starting, as if suddenly awaking from a 
dream ; *^ what misfortune, Signor ? who 
is unfortunate?'* — 

— " He who is doomed to behold the 
joys of Elysium, and never to possess 
them : he who dies of thirst, and sees a 
cup stand full before him, but which he 
knows is destined for the Itps of another!" — 

—"And are you, my Lord, this out- 
cast from Elysium? are you the thirsty 
one who stands near the cup which is 
filled for another? is it thus that you wish 
rae to understand your speech ?" 

— " You understand it as I meant ; 
and now tell me, lovely Rosabella, am I 
not indeed unfortunate?" — 

— ^^ And where" then is the Elysium 
whidi you never must possess ?" 



Where Rosabella is, there is Ely 
smm/ 

r3 
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Rosab^la blashed, and cast her eyes on 
the ground. 

— ^^ Yon are not offended^ Signora ? ** 
said Ffodoardo, and took her hand with 
an air of respectful tenderness ; ^^ has this 
openness displeased yon ? " — 

— ^* Yon are a native qf Florence^ 
Connt Plodoardo ? In Venii^ we dislike 
these kind of compliments; at least / 
dislike them^ and wish to hear them from 
no one less than from yon.^« 



— •^By my life, Sigfior^^ I spoke but 
as I thoagfat; my words concealed no 
flattery,**— 

• 

-^**See! the Doge enters the Saloon 
with Manfrone and liomellino; be will 
seek ns among the dancers. Come^ let ns 
join them.** — 

Flodoardo followed her in silence. The 
dance began. Heavens ! how lovely looked 
Rosabella as she glided along to the sweet 
sonnds of mnsic> conducted by Flodoardo! 
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How handsome looked Flodoardo, as^ 
lighter than air, he flew down the dance> 
while his brilliant eyes saw no object but 
Rosabella ! He was still without his mask, 
and bare headed; but every eye glanced 
away from the helmets and barettes, waving 
with plnmes and sparkling with jewels, to 
gaze on Flodoardo's raven locks, as they 
floated on the air in wild Inicnf iiance. A 
mnrmnr of admiration tbse frote 6very 
cohier of tfa^ saloon^ bnt it roise Unmarked 
by those who were the objects of it ; 
nrither RosaJbdla nor Flddoardo at that 
taQineDt formed a wish to be applauded, 
except by each other. 
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• • 



» • 



CHAPTER, n. 

THE FLORENTINE STRANGER. 

Ti\o evenings had elapsed since the 
Doge's entertainment : on the second^ Pih 
rozzi sat in his own a^rtment, . with 
Memmo and ("aiieri. Dimly bamt the 
lights; lowering and teinptestodns were 
the skies without; gloomy and fearfhl 
were the souls of the libertines within. 

• 

Parozzi — (after a long silence) — ^What ? 
are you both dreaming ? Ho there ! Mem« 
mo, Falieri, fill your goblets^ 

Memmo — (with indiflference) — Well ! 
to please you. . . — But I care not for 
wine to-night. 

Falieri — Nor I. — Methinks it tastes like 
vinegar — Yet the wine itself is good ; 'tia 
our ill-temper spoils it. 
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Parozzi— -Confonnd the rascals ! 

Memmo— What ? the banditti ? 

Parozzi''— Not a tmce of them can be 
fonnd! It is enough to kill one with 
vexation ! 

Falieri-^And in the mean while the time 
rans out^ onr projects will get wind> and 
then we shall sit quietly in the state pri- 
sons of Venice, objects of derision to the 
populace and ourselves ! I could tear my 
flesh for anger! — (A universal silence.) 

Parozzi — (striking his hand against 

the table passionately) Flodoardo ! 

Flodoardo ! 

Falieri — In a couple of hours I must 
attend the Cardinal Gbnzaga! and what 
intelligence shall I haye to give him? 

Memmo— -Come, come ! Contarino 
cannot have been absent so long without 
cause ; I warrant you he will bring sogie 
news with him when he arrives* 

F 5 



106 TAB nnAiro <iig itmiea, 

. Falieri — ^Psha ! psha.! My Kfe on't he 
lies at this moment -at Olympiads feet^ and 
forgets US5 the republic^ the banditti^ and 
himself* 

Parozzh— And so neither of yon know 
any thing of this Flodoardo? 

Memmo — ^No more tham of what hap-' 
pened on Rosabella's birtl^day. 

Falieri — ^Well then, I know one thing 
more abont him ; Parozzi is jealons of 
him. 

Paroz^i-^I } Ridicirlons ! Rosabella 
may bestow her hand on the German 
Emperor, or a Venetian GondoHer, with' 
ont its giving me the least anxiety. 

Falieri— Ha! ha^ ha! 

Memmo — Well, one thing at least even 
envy mnst confess ; Flodoardo is the hand- 
somest man in Venice. I doubt whether 
there's a woman in the city who has virtue 
enough to resist him. 



Parozzi— And / should doubt it too, 
if women had as little sense as ffou baVe, 
and looked only at the shell without mind- 
' itig the kernel. • • * 

Melnmo*— Which unluckily is exactly 
the thing which women always da 

Fi^ieii— *The old Lomellino seems to 
be octremdy intimate wi£h thi^ Flodoardo; 
they say he was well acquainted with his 
' father. 

Memmo-^Tt was he wtk> presented biin 
to the Doge. 

■ 

Parozzi — Hark ! -*- Surely some one 
knocked at the palace door ? 

MeBmio**^It can be none bnt €onlari^o. 
Now then we shall hear wheth^er he has 
discovered the banditti. 

Falieri-^(starling froin his ohair)-^^!'!! 
swear to that footstep! it's Contarino ! 

The doors were thrown open ; Cohta* 
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lino entered hastily, enveloped in his 
cioke. 



— " Good evening, sweet gentlemen !"^ 
said he, and threw bis mantle aside. — And 
Memmo^ Parozzi, and Falieri started back 
in horror. ": 

— •" Good God 1 ** they exclaimed^ " what 
has happened ? Yoti are covered with 
blood? 



,♦» 



— '^ A trifle ?** cried Contarino ; "is that 
wine? qnick! give me a goblet of it! I 
expire with thirst;*— 

Falieri— -(while he gives him a cnp)— 
But, Contarino ! yon bleed ? 

Contarino — You need not tell me that 
---I did not do it myself^ I promise yon,— • 

Parozzi — First let us bind up your 
wounds, and then tell us what has happen- 
ed to you — It is as well that the servants 
should remain ignorant of your adventure; 
I will be your surgeon myself. 
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Contarinb — What bias bapp^dl to me, 
say you? Oh! a joke, gentlemen! a mefr^ 
joke!— Here, Falieri, fill the bowl again. 

Memrmo — I can stefrcely ' bteathe for 
terror ! 

Contarino — Very possibly ; neither 
should /, wer^ I Memmo, instead of 
being Coutarino-^the wotiiid bleeds plfen- 
teously it*s true, but it's by no means dan- 
gerous— ^(He tore open his doublet, and 
uncovered his bosom)-i-There, look com 
rades ! yon see it's only a cut of tiaf more 
than two inches deep* 

I I ; 

Memmo-—(shuddering)--^Merty on me! 
the very sight of it makes my blood run 
cold. 

Parozzi brought ointments and linen, 
and bound up the wound of his associate. 

Contarino-'^-Old Horace is in the right r 
a philosopher can be any thing he pleases, 
a cobbler, a king, or a physician. Only 
observe with what dignified address the 
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phUoaopbar Parozsi apreads that plaiater 
for me !— ^I lliank jda^ fneAd ; . tkat's 
enoi^h— *And noWf comrades^ plai^e-jtoiar^ 
selves in a circle round me> and listen to 
the wonders which I am going ta rela^. 

Falieri— Proceed. 

Contartno-Tv/U soon as it was twilight 
I stole out, wrapped in mf ck^e^ cte^ 
termined if possible to disaover Amifi 9( 
the banditti: I knewnQK theif persons^ 
neither w^e tb€fj ^icrqiiaifrted with mine* 
An extiraT^gant wdertaklitg, perh^ps^ yoo 
will tell me ; but I was iresqlvod to con* 
vince you^ that every thing which a man 
determines to do^ may be done* I had 
some information reapecting the raseab, 
though it was but slight, and ^ on these 
grounds I proceeded — I happened by mere 
accident to stumble upon a goiidpKer, 
whose appearance excited my curiosity. 
I fell into discourse with him ; I was soon 
convinced that he was not ignorant of the 
lurking-place of the BraVo-g^ wd by means 
of some gpid and muny fair dp'eeche^,^ I at 
length brought him toxon&ss^ that though 
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not regiilarty beloDging to the band^ he 
had oejasiosally been employed by than. 
I immediately made a bargaiD with him; 
he conducted me in his gondola through 
the greatest pnrt of Venice^ , sometimes 
rights sometimes left^ till I lost eirery idea 
as to the qnarter of tiie town in which I 
found myself. At* length he hisUted on 
binding my eyes with his handkerchi^^ 
and I was compelled to snbmit to this 
condition.-^Half an hour elapsed before 
the gondola stopped ; he told me to descend ^ 
condnctod me through a couple of str^^s, 
and at length knodked at a door, where he 
left me stfll blindfolded-H;be door wa& 
op^Eied^ my business wafs inquired with 
great caution, and after some demur, I 
was at length admitted. The handkerchief 
was now withdrawn from my eye^, and I 
found myself in a small chamber, surround-^ 
ed by four men of not the most creditable 
appearancCi and a young woman, who (it« 
seems) had opened the door for me. 

Falieri-** You are a daring fellow, 
Contarino* 
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Contarino — Here was no time to be 
lost. I instantly threw my purse cA tlie 
table, promised them miountains of gold^ 
and fixed on particular days^ hours, and 
s>]gnals, which were necessary to facilitate 
our future intercourse. For the present 
I only required that Manfrone, Conari, 
and Lomellino should be removed with 
all possible expedition. 

All—Bravo! 

Contarino— So far every thing went 
exactly as we could have wished; and 
one of my niew associates was just setting 
on* to guide me home, when we were sur- 
prised by an unexpected visit. 

Parozzi— Well? 

Memmo — (anxiously) — ^Go on for God's 
sake! « 

Contarino — A knocking was heard at 
the door! the girl went to inquire the 
cause; in an instant she returned pale as 
a corse, and — **Fly! fly I" cried she. 
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Falieri— What followed? 

Contarino— Why then followed a whole 
legion of sbirri and police-officers; and 
who should be at their head, but. ... the 
Florentine stranger! ' 

All — Flodoardo ? what, Flodoardo ? 



» • • • 



r • 



Contarino— Flodoardo. ' "' 

Falieri — What demon icould have guided 
him thither! 

- * ♦ ■ 

Par6zzi^ — Hell and furies! Oh! that I 
bad been there! ^ 

, r ' 

% \ y * • 

• • 

Memmo — ^There now, Parozzi ! you see 
at least that Flodoardo is na coward. 

Falieri — Hush ! let us hear the rei3t. 

Contarino~We stood as if we had bfeeff 
petrified ; not a soul could stir a finger .^-^ 
"In the name of the Do^ and Ae re- 
public,'* cried Flodoardo, "yidd yourselves, 
and deliver your arms." — ** The devil shall 






114 THB BRAVO OF VBNICB^ 

yield himself sooner than we I*' eisclaimed 
one of the banditti^ and forced a sword from 
one of the officers; the others snatched 
their mosqaets fn>m the walls; and as for 
me^ my first care, was tp extidgaish the 
lamp^ so that we conld not tell iriends 
from foes — But still the confounded moon* 
shinegleamed through the window shutters^ 
and shed a partial light through the room. 
— *^ Look to yoursell^ Contarino I^ thought 
I; ''if you are found here, you will be 
hanged for company!** and I drew tny 
sword, and made a lunge at Flodoatxlo— » 
But, however well-intended, my thrust 
was foiled by his sabre^ which he whiried 
around -with the rapidity of lightning* 
I fought like a jnadman, but all my skill 
was without effect on this occasion^ and 
before I was aware of it, Flodoardo ripped 
open my bosom. I felt myself wounded 
and sprang back; at tbd.t Moment two 
pistols were fired, and the flash discovered 
to me a small side door, which they had 
neglected to beset; through this I stole 
unperceived into the adjoining chamber, 
burst open the grated window, spi'as^ 
below unhurt, crossed a. court yand, climbed 
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two or three garden-walls, gained the 
canal) where a gondii fortunately was 
watting, persuaded the boatman to convey 
me with all speed to the Pkoe of Sl Mark, 
and thence hastened hither, astonished to 
find myself still alive — ^There's an infernal 
adv<»itiire for you ! 

Parozzi—1 shall go mad! 

Palieri — ^Every tiling we design is coun- 
teracted! the more trouble we give our- 
selvesj the further we are from the goal ^ 

Memmo*-I confess it seems to me as 
if Heaven gave us waining to desist — ' 
How say you ? 

Contarino — Psha! these are trifles! — 
Such accidents should only serve to sharpen 
our wits !— -the more obstacles I encounter, 
the firmer is my resolution to surmount 
them. 

Falieri — Do the badditti know whom 
you are? 



1 16 THE BRAVO OF VENICE. 

ContaTino — ^No; ttiey are not* only 
ignorant of my name^ but ^suppose me to 
be a mere instrument of some powerftil 
man^ who has been injured by the ducal 
confederates. 

Memmo-Well, Contarino, in my mind 
you should thank Heaven that you have 
escaped so well! 

Falieri — But since he is an absolute 
stranger in Venice, how could Flodoardo 
discover the lurking-place of the banditti? 

Contarino — I know not — ^Probably by 
mere accident, like myself.— But by the 
Power that made me, he shall pay dearly 
for this wound. 

Falieri — Flodoardo is rather too hasty 
in makipg himself remarked. 

Parozzi — Flodoardo must die ! 

Contarino — (filling a goblet) — May, his 
his next cup contain poison ! 
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FaKeri — I shall do piy myself the hqnour 
of becoming better acquainted with the 
gentleman. ' 

Contarino — Memmo^ we must needs 
have full purses, or our business will hang 
on hand woefully— When does your uncle 
take his departure to. a better world? 

Memmo— To-morrow evening ! — and 
yet . . . Ugh! I tremble! 
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CHAPTER m. 



MORE CONFUSION^. 



Since Rosabella'9 birth-day^ no woman in 
Venice^ . who had the slightest pretensions 
to beaaty^ or the most remote expectations 
of making conquests^ had any subject of 
conversation except the handsome Floren- 
tine: he found employment for* every 
female tongue^ and she who dared not to 
employ her tongue, made amends for the 
privation with her thoughts. Many a 
maiden now enjoyed less tranquil slumbers ; 
many an experienced coquette sighed^ as 
she laid on her colour at the looking- 
glass ; many a prude forgot the rules which 
she had imposed upon herself, and daily 
frequented the gardens and public walks. 
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in which report gave her the hope of 
meeting Flodoardo. 

Bat from the time that, placing himsdf 
at the head of the sbirri, he had dared to 
enter boldtythe den of the banditti, and 
seize them at the hazard of his life, he was 
scarcely more an object of attention 
among the women, than among the men. 
Greatly did they admire his conrajge and 
UBshnken presence of midd, while engaged 
in so dungeroos an adventnre; bnt still 
more were they astonished at his penetra- 
tion in discovering where the Bravos con- 
cealed themselves, an attempt which had 
foiled' even the keen wits of the so mnch 
. celebrated police of Venice. 

The Doge Andreas 'cultivated fhe ac- 
quaintance of this singular young man 
with increasing assiduity; and the more 
he conversed with him, the more deserving 
of consideration did Flodoardo appear. 
The action by which he had rendered the 
republic a service so essential, was reward- 
ed by a present that would not have dis- 
gteiced imperial gratitude; and one of the 
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most important offices in the state was 
confided to his superintendence. 

Both favours were conferred unsolicited ; 
but qo sooner wa& the Florentine apprized 
of the Doge^s benevolent care of him^ than 
with modesty and respect be requested to 
decline the proposed advantages. The 
only favour which he requested was, to be 
permitted to live free and independent in 
Venice during a year, at the end of which 
he promised to name that employment 
which he esteemed the best adapted to his 
abilities ^nd inclination. 

Flodoardo was lodged in the magnificent 
palace of bis good old patron Lomellino ; 
here he lived in the closest retirement, 
studied the most valuable parts of ancient 
and modern literature, remained for whole 
days together in his own apartment, and 
was seldom to be seen in puolic, except 
upon some great solemnity. 

But the Doge, Lomellino, Manfrone, 
and Conari, men, who had established the 
fame of Venice on so firm a basis that it 
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would require centuries to iiiiciermine it ; 
men^ in whose society one seemed to be 
withdrawn from the circle of ordinary mor- 
tals, and honoured by the intercourse of 
superior beings ; m^^n, who now graciously 
received the Florentine stranger into their 
intimacy, and resolved to spare no pains in 
forming him to support the character of a 
great man : it could not long escape the 
observation of men like these, that Flo- 
doardo*s gaiety was assumed, and that a 
secret sorrow preyed upon his heart. 

In vain did Lomelliuo, who loved him 
like a father, endeavour to discover the 
source of his melancholy, in vain did the 
venerable Doge exert himself to disperse 
the gloom which oppressed his young 
favourite; Flodoardo remained silent and 
sad. 

And Rosabella ? Rosabella would 
have belied her sex, had she remained'gay 
while Flodoardo sorrowed. Her spirits 
were flown ; her eyes were frequently 
obscured with tears. She grew: daily p^ler 
and paler ; till the Doge, who ddated on 
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her, wa6 serioasly alarane^ iot hdtt h&^h 
— at length Rosabella*' grew reaUy ill;: a 
fever fi^ed hself upoQ ber ; $be . bc^mi^ 
weak, and was coi^iied to ber cbf^mb^r^ 
and her complaint baffled the ^kiU pf tb,e 
most experiem»d physicians mVemp. . 

In the midst of these onpleasant circum- 
stances in which Andrefas and his friends 
now found themselves, an incident occurred 
one morning, which raised their unpas^eiSt^ 
to the very highest pitch. Never had so 
bold and audacious an action been heard 
of in Venice, as that'which I am going to 
relate. : - , _ - 

• • • • 

' Tbe four banditti^ whom Flodoardp 
had seized, Pietrino^ $truzza, Balnzzo, 
and Thbm&so, had been safely committed 
to the Doge*s dungeons, where they under- 
went a daily examination, and looked upon 
every sun 'that rose, as .the last (bat wpuld 
evern-ise for theitt. Andreas and his con- 
fidential counsellors now flattered them- 
selves that the public tranquillity haU 
nothing more to apprehend, and that 
Venice ^was completely purified of the 



mis^itaiitb, »faom gold CDiild brttie to Jie 
tbi^ iwlrmxientsio£ rei^enge imd cmelty-^ 
when: flfll' at once the following address was 
discb^evdd^ affixed to most of. the ilemaric- 
able atatne^;. and pasted against the corners 
of the principal streets, and pillars. of the 
pnblic Imildingsi. ! : . . . 

% 

* * * m ~ * 

. ■ . VENETIANS! " 

Strazza, Thomaso, Pietrino, Baluzzo, 
and Matteo, five as brave men as the 
world ever produced; who, had they 
stood* at the head of armies, would have 
been called heroes, and now, being called 
banditti, are fallen victims to the injustice 
of state policy ; these men, it is true, exist 
for you no longer : but their place is sup- 
plied by him, whose name is affixed to 
this paper, and who will stand by bis em- 
ployers with body and with soul ! I laugh 
at the vigilance of the Venetian police ; I 
laugh at the crafty and insolent Florentine, 
^ivhose hand has dragged my brethren to 
the rack I Let those who need me, seek 
me ; they will find me every-where ! Let 

g2 
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those who search for me with the design 
of delivering me up to the law^ desimir and 
tremble; they will find me mKwhere-— 
Bnt / shall find them^ and that when they 
least expect me I — Venetians^ you under- 
stand me!—- Woe to the man who shall 
attempt to discover me ; his life and death 
depend upon my pleasure. — ^This bomes 
from the Venetian Bravo, 

ABELLINO. 



I. 
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— **A hundred seqmns,'* exclaimed 
the incensed Doge^ on reading the paper; 
*^ a hundred sequins to him who discovers 
this monster Abellino, and a thousand to 
him who delivers him up to justice! — 

But in vain did spies ransack every 
lurking«place in Venice; no Abellino was 
to be found. In vain did the luxurious, 
the avaridoos, and the hungry stretch their 
wits to the utmost, incited by the tempt- 
ing promise of a thousand sequins. Abel- 
lino's prudence set all their ingenuity at 
defiance. 

But not the less did every oiiJ|^^|||^rt 
that he had recognised Abellino, some- 
times in one disguise, and sometimes in 
another: as an old man, a gondolier, a 
woman, or a monk. Every body had 
seen him some where; but unluckily 
nobody could tell where he was to be 
seen^ again. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE VIOLET. 



I iKFORHfiD my rebders^ in thei faie^niiig 
df the la^t chapier, tbat J^loddardi) trtfs 
become melancbolyy and that Rosaihellti 
was indisposed, hik I did noi tell &ecb 
what had occasioned this sndden dssngt*'^ 

Flodoardo, who on Ms Stst wrtiv.il at 
V^enice was all gaiety> and therlife faf 
every society hst which hfe mingled^) Ao9t 
his Bpinta on one particular day ^ abd it 
so bajppenedy that iib'.was'' on^ the .Tery 
^tiiAe day that RosabbUa brtrayed the: first 
symptoms of tndiapbsitibit. 

For on this nnlucky day did the caprice 
of accident, or perhaps the Goddess of 
Love (who has her caprices too every now 
and then), conduct Rosabella into her 
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niicle*s garden, which none biit the Doge's 
intimate friends were permitted to enter, 
tUfUA where tbe Doge himsetf fteqixeAtly 
reposed in solitude and silence daring the 
evening hours of a sultry day. 

Roi^abella, lost in thought, . wanderied 
listlesi? and unconscioiis along the broad 
and shady alleys of the garden. Somo- 
tiided, in a moment of vexation, she 
I^ucked th^ tmoffending leaves from tb^ 
hedges^ atnd strewed them xspon •. the 
grtitfnd; SomWiiftes she stopped sudden* 
ly^' theb rushed forward with impetuosity^ 
then agaiA' stood still, and gazed upon 
tll^ ble^r blue heaven. Sometimes her 
beautifnl bdsom ^6 heaved with c^uick 
ai&d Bregolar mfotion : and sometimes a 
^fttf-suppre^sed sigh escaped from her lips 
oi coral. 

— ^^^He is very handsome T she mur- 
diut^, * add gazed with such eagerness 
on tacancy, as had she seen there some- 
thing which was hidden from the sight of 
common observers. 
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— " Yet Camilla is in the right;** she 
resumed after a pause;, and she frowned 
as had she said that Camilla was in the 
wrong. 

This Camilla was her governess, her 
friend, her confidante, I may almost say 
her mother. Rosabella had loQt her pa- 
rents early: her mother died when her 
child could scarcely lis[/ her name;; and 
her father, Guiscardo of Corfu, the com- 
mander of a Venetian vessel, dght years 
before had perished iir an engagement 
with the Turks, while be was still in the 
prime of life. Camilla, one of the wor- 
thiest creatures that ever dignified the 
naniie of woman, supplied to Rosabella 
the place of mother, had brought her up 
from infancy, and was now her best friend, 
and the person to whose ear she confided 
all her little secrets. 

While Rosabella was still buried in 
her own reflections, the excellait Camilla 
advanced from a side-path, and hastened 
to join her pupil. Rosabella started^ 
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Rosabella^^Ah ! dear Camilla^ is it you ? 
What briogs yoa hither ? 



Camilla ~You often call me your guar* 
dian angdl, and gnardian angels should 
always be near the ohject of their care. 

Rosabella— ^Camilla, I have been think- 
ing oyer yonr arguments; I cannot deny 
that all you have said to me is very true, 
and very wise ; but stilL . . . 

CanUHa — But still, though your pm* 
deno^ agrees with me, your heart is of a 
contrary opinion ? 

Rosabella-r-It is indeed. 

Camilla — Nor do I. blame your heart 
for differing from me, my poor girl! I 
have acknowledged to you without dis- 
guise, that were / at yonr time of- life, 
and were such a man as Flodoaido to 
throw himself in my way, I could not 
receive his attentions with indifference. 
It cannot be denied that this young stran- 
ger is incommonly pleasing, and indeed 

o5 
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for any woman whose heatt is- difaeiigaged^ 
an uncommonly dangerous comjmnidn.— « 
There is something very prepossessing in 
bis appearance ;' ' faia maiiiierir «re ' elegit, 
arid short as has been his abode In Venice, 
it is already past dodbtirig idiat ' there are 
many noble and striking features in his 
charftcter — But alas I after^all, he is but 
a poor nobleinan^ and it is .not; retj pro- 
bable that the rich dnd powirfbl Dbge of 
Venice will ever bestow his niece on one, 
who, to speak plainly, arrived here little 
better than a beggar. No, ha, diild, be- 
lieve ihe; a romantic ad venturer i^ no fit 
husband for Rosabella of Cdfftr. 

Ropbella — Dear Camilla, who was 
talking about husbands? What I feel 
for Flodoardo is merely affection, friend- 
ship 

* Camilla — Indeed! Then you would 
be {Perfectly satisfied, should some one of 
our wealthy ladies - bestow her hand on 
Flodoardo ? 

Rosabella— (hastily)— Ofr I Fiodbatido 
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would not accept her haHcl, Camilla ; of 
tli^t I iixi sure. 

Camilla— Child ! child! you woold 
#itlitigly deedte yonifself. But be assured^ 
that- a girt who lores ever connects^ per- 
haps unconsciously, the wish for an eternal 
. union with the idea of eternal affection. 
Now' this is a wish which tou cannot 
indulge in r^ard to Flodoardo;, without 
ilMioftsly offigiaditlg your uncle, who, good 
into Us h^ is, must still submit to the 
s^ere contt'oul of politics and etiquette. 

Rosabella-— I. know all that, Camilla; 
but can I not ibake you comprehend that 
I am not in love with Flodoardo, and 
do not niiean to be iti love with him, 
and that love has nothing at all to do 
in the business ? I repeat to you, what I 
feel for him is nothing jbtit sincere and 
fervent friendship ; and surely Flodoardo 
deserves that I should feel that setitimrat 
for him — Deserves it, said I ? Oh! what 
does Flodosirdo not deserve ! 

CamiHa — Aye, ayel fHendshtp indeed 

/ 
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. . i • and love .... Oh I Rosabella, you 
know not how often these d^eivers bor- 
row each other's mask to ensnare the 
hearts of nnsaspecting aiaidens! you 
know not how often love finds admission^ 
when wrapped in fri^idship's cloke, into 
tbi^t bosom, which, had he approached 
under bi& own. appearance, would have 
been closed against him for ever^ — In 
short, my child, reflect how much yon owe 
to your ttBcle ; reflect how much uneasiness 
this inclination would cost him ; and sacri- 
fice to duty what at present is a mere caprice, 
but which, if encouraged, might make too 
deep an impijession on your heart to be 
afterwards removed by your best efforts. 

Rosabella— -You say rjight, Camilla; I 
j*eally believe myself that my prepossession 
iu FlodoardoV favour is merely aB ac- 
cidental fancy, of which I shall ^ily get 
the better. No, no ; I am not in love 
with Flodoardo, of that you' may rest 
assured ; I leven thinks that I rather feel 
an antipathy towards him, since you have 
shewn me the possibility of his making 
me .j^rpve a cause of uneasiness to my 
kind, my excellent uncle. 
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Camilla — (smiling) — ^Ar^ your senti- 
ments of duty and gratitude so very strong? 

Rosabella — Oh I that they are, Camilla, 
and so yon will say yoarself hereaftef'*-^ 
this disagreeable flodqardo. ,•• to give me 
so much vexation !— I wish he had never 
oome to Venice I I declare I do not like 
him at all ! 

Camilla— No!— What! Not like Flo- 
doardo ? . • 

Rosabella^(casting down her eye8)Tr 
No; not at all — Not .that I wish him ill 
either; for you know, Camilla^ there's no 
reascm why I should hate this : poojr Flo- 
doardo? 

Camilla— Well, we will resume this sub- 
ject when I return ; I have business, and 
the gondola waits for me — Farewell, my 
child, and do not lay aside your resolution 
as hastily as you took it up ! 

Camilla departed; and Rosabella re- 
mained melancholy and uncertain ; she 
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built cadtles ib the air, aiid destroyed them' 
a8 sdon aa built; she formed wishes, and 
condemned herself for havingformed them ; 
she looked round her frequently in search 
of something, but dared ndt cohf^s to her- 
self %hat it was of which she was ih search. 

The evening wad Sultry, and * Rosabella 
was compelled to shelter herself frbmt the 
sutfs overpowering heat. In the garden 
was a small fountain, bordered by a btok 
of moss, over which the magic hands of 
art and nature had formed a canopy of ivy 
and jessamine. Thither shci bent her steps : 
she arrived at the fountain. . . . and" in- 
stantly drew back, covered with blushes—^ 
For on the bank of moss shaded by the 
protecting canopy, whose waving blossoms 
were reflected on the fountain, Flodoardo 
was seated, and fixed his eves on aVoU of 
parchment. 

Rosabella hesitated whether she should 

retire or stay. Flodoardo i^tarted from 

^his place, apparently in no less confusiou 

thaA herself, and relieved her from her 

indecision, by taking her hand with re- 
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ipectf and cotidticiting her td t6e t^eat 'which 
he had just quitted. • 

' Now then she could' not pdssibly retire 
ilntnediately^ utile^s she memVM vitAttt 
eteiy cothmon (irintipy df got>d breefding: 

Hit hand vlras still clas|>^ in Flodo^ 
ardors — ^Bnt it was so liatilral for him to 
take it^ that she tould not blanie him 
for having ddne so. But what was she 
next to do ?— Draifr ho* hatid ^ ai*ay ?-*-- 
Why sliotild she, sinte he did her Jiktid 
no harm by keeping it^.^and 'this kei^ing 
it seemed to make him so happy? 
And how - eonld ' the gentle Rosabella 
resolve to tooimit an act of s)dtih> tin- 
heard-of cruelty, as ' wilfhlly to d€!|)rive 
any one of a (ileasure wkicfa made Aim 
so happy, atid which did Aer^fe^' nb 
barm? -* 

— ^^ Signora/' said Flodoardo, merely 
fbr th^isake-dfibayitig $dmefhing, ^^you do 
#ell to enjtfy th6<](p^n itir; the evening is 
beautifnir 
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rr-"3ot I interrupt yonr 8tQflie3> nay 
Lord/* said Rosabella. . / 

: —"By no means,** apswered Flpdo- 
ardo ; and there this interesting conr^rr 
aation cAme to a fall. stop.rr-Bath looked 
down ; both examined the heaven and the 
earth, the trees and the flowers^ in the 
hopes of finding some hints for renewing 
the conversation ; but the more anxiously 
they sought them, the more difficult did it 
se$m to find wha^t they sought: and in this 
painful embarrassment did two whole pre- 
cious ininiites lelapa^! 

— " Ah ! what a beautiful flower ! '' 
suddeqly cried Rosabella, in ordtj^r to , 
break the silence; then stooped and 
plucked a, violet with an appearance of 
the greatest eagerness ; though, in fact, 
nothing at that moment could have been 
more a matter of indifierence, 

._ . ^ 

-^" It is a very beautiful fl^owor, in- 
deed ! " gravely observed Flodoai*dQ, ai^d 
was out of all patience with hitnself for 
having made so flat a speech. 
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. — *^ Nothing can surpass this purple'/' 
continued Rosabella; *^red and blue so 
happily blended, that no painter could 
produce so perfect a union ! ^ 

— " Red and blue ? the one, the symbol 
of happiness, the other of affection. * '. 
Ah I Rosabella, how enviable will be that 
man's lot on whom your hand should 
bestow such a flower ! Happiness and af- 
fection are more inseparably united than 
the red and blue which purple that violet!" 

— " You seem to attach a value to the 
flower of which it is but little deserving.'* — 

*^. Might I but know on whom Rosa- 
bella will one day bestow what that; flower 
expresses. . . • Yet this is a subject, which 
I have no right to discuss — I know not 
what has happened to me to-day ; I make 
nothing but blunders and mistakes — For- 
give my presumption. Lady ; I will hfiZ£^rd 
such fofward inquiries no more." 

He was silent ! Rosabella was silent also. 
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All was calm and hushed, except m the 
hearts of the lovers. - - 

But though they could forbid their lip^ 
to betray their hidden affection; though 
Rosabella's tongue said not — ^^ thou art he, 
Flodoardo, 6n whom this flower should 
be bestowed ;'* — though FWoardd*s words 
had not expressed—" Rosabfella, give mt 
that violet, and .that which it implies ;**-**• 

_ • • • • « 

Oh ! their eyes were far fipoto hieing silent. 
Those treacherous interpreters of seci'M 
feelings acknowledged more to each other 
than their hearts had yet acknowledged to 
themselves! ' ^ 



It . ' 



Flodbar^o and RosbelFa gazed on each 
other with looks which made all speech 
unnecessary. Sweet, tender^ • and enthu- 
siastic was i:he smile which played round 
Rosabella's lip's^ when hefr eyes met those 
of the youth whom she had selected ttoid 
the rest of mankind; and with i&iingled 
emotions of hope and* fear did- the yohth 
study the meanifig of that smile — He 



vtkiet0tbad ity ^nd bit?* heart b^t londer, 

aiid his eyes flamed bi:iglkter; < 

• •*» »«,i,f .«. « • 

Boflabellft tfewbled;! becle^es coold* no 
longer Isortftm. the! &re 6f his gla^ee^/ «ild 
a modest blush overspread her face and 
besao». 



t / '• * 



*? r 



— "Rosabella!'* at length murmured 
Flodo^rdo !Tidf^4cio¥(9l7y afid^^Flodo- 
»T^V* 9igl^ Rosabella in the sai»« toi^ 

— " Give me that violet !'* he exclaimed 
mtSpviyi <$b€(Q:jtf^Qkat. her.\f€i01:) and fti a 
tiim^Mof. the; most 'hdmble:i&iipplicfttiQn 
i^peited— ^^ Oh givfe it t6 Wfi/" ;; 

> * • V a 

• rAoibbtiiftJbeld the flavr^r &9t< 

- 1 • • C > * ■ ' * ■' . -A '■ ••• - < ' ' I 

• •/ . ' /'Ilia. ••'..( 1. ,1 

— ^^'Ask for it what thbn 4?ij[tj:if>a 
throne can purchase it, I will pay that 
pri^i orrpefisfa!— rRosabetla, give me that 
flower.' 



Sfa^ Stok c^b look' at thfe. handsome 
pptiant. tmd dated not basard a seconds 
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— '^^ My repos^ my happiness^ my life, 
nay, even my glory, all depend on tbe 
possession of that little flower ! Let thM 
be mine, and here I solemnly renounce all 
else which the world calls precious ! ** 

The flower trembled in her snow? 

m 

hand ; her fingers clasped it less firmly. 

— *< Ton hear me, Rosabella ? I kneel 
at your feet, and am I then in vain a 
l)eggar?" 

The word beggar recalled to her me- 
mory Camilla and her prudent counsels 
— "What am I doing?" she said to 
herself; *^ have I forgotten my promise 
• • • • my resolution. . . . Fly, Rosabella, fly, 
or this hour makes you -faithless to your- 
self and duty!** — 

She tore the flower to pieces, add threw 
it contemptuously on the ground. 

— "• I understand you, Flodoardo," said 
she; ^*and having understood you, will 
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never snfler this subject to be renewed. 
Here let us part^ and let me not again 
be offended by a similar presumption — 
Farewell !••— 

V 

She turned from him with disdain, and 
left Flodoardo' rooted to his place with 
sorrow andtustonishment. 



^ 



> » 



'I » 



lia 
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cuAPTEfty./, 

THE ASSASSIN. ^ 

Scarcely had she reached her chamber, 
ere Rosabella repented her having acted 
so courageously. It was cruel in iien she 
thought, to have given him so harsh an 
answer ! She recollected with what hope^ 
less and melancholy looks the poor thun- 
derstruck youth had followed her steps as 
she turned to leave him. She fancied that 
she saw him stretched despairing on the 
earth, his hair dishevelled, his eyes filled 
wit^ tears. She heard him term her the 
murderess of his repose, pray for death as 
his only refuge, and sh^ saw him with 
every moment approach towards the' at-, 
tainment of his prayer, through the tears 
which he shed on her* account. Already 
she heard those dreadful words — ** Flodo- 
ardo is no more!" — Already she saw the 



THE 9&A,VO OF VSNICB. 143 

sympatloziog multitape, we^p rojand the 
tontb of Jbim whom all the yirluous loved, 
and Mrhom the wicked dreaded ; whom all 
bL3 . friends adored, and whom even his 

— "^Alas! alas!*' cried she, "this* was 
bat ^ wretched attempt to pl^iy the herokie ; 
akeadj dpes my resbljolion fail niCf AJi I 
Flodoai'do, I meimt not what I said! 
I love yon^ love yo» now>. and mp^i love 
yi^, always, though .Camilla may chide, 
9i^d Jho^gl? py \good ^ncle ^ay bate 

In ^ few days ?fter this iijterview, s^he 
understood that an p^ti;aQrd|nary . ^IteraA 
tionbad tak^n place iq Flodqardo's n^anner 
fnd appearance; that be had withdrawn 
himself iroux all g^e^al sQciejty;. and 
that when the solicitations of his intimate 
frieq^s compelled hii^ to_ appear in their 
circle^ bis spirits seemed evidently depressed 
by tl^e wejght of an nnconqu^rahlefi^e- 
lancboly. 

This intelligeqce was lil^e the stroke of 
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ia poignard t» the ifeeling heart, of Rosa- 
bella. She fled for shelter to the solitude 
of her chamber, there indulged her i^eel- 
iiigs without restraint, and lamented, with 
showers of repentant tears, her harsh 
ti eatment of Flodoardo. 

J* 

The grief which preyed in secret on 
her soul, soon undermined her health. 
No one could relieve her sufferings, for 
no one knew the cause of her melancholy, 
or the origin of her illness. No wonder 
then that Rosabella's situation at length 
excited the most bitter anxiety iii the 
bosom of her venerable uncle. No won«« 
der, too, that Flodoardo entirely withdrew 
himself from a world which was become 
odious to him, since Rosabella was to be 
seen in it no longer ; and that he devoted 
himself in solitude to the indulgence of a 
passion, which he had vainly endeavoured 
to subdue ; and which, in the impetuosity of 
its course, had already swallowed up every 
other wish, and every other sentiment. 

But let us for a moment turn from the 
sick chamber of Rosabella, and visit the 
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dwellings of the conspirators^ who were 
now advancing with rapid strides towards 
the execution of their plans ; and who,^ 
with ^very hour that passed over their 
heads became more linm^rpus^ more power- 
ful, and more dangerous to Andi*ei&s and 
his beloved repnUic* 

Parozzi, Memmo, Contarino, and Faljert, 
the chiefs of this desperate undertaking, 
now assembled frequently in the Cardinal 
Gonzaga's palace, where the different plans 
for altering the constitution of Venice 
were brought forward and discussed. But 
in all these different schemes it was evident 
that the proposer was solely actuated by 
considerations of private interest. — The 
object of one was to get free from the 
burthen of e&ormous debts ; another 
was willing to sacrifice every thing to 
gratify his inordinate ambition ; the 
cupidity of this "man was excited by the 
treasures of Andreas and his friends ; while 
that was actuated by resentment of some 
• fancied offence, a resentment which could 
only be quenched with the offender's 
blood. 

H 
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These execrable wretebcs, ^o aimed 
at notbing less than the total oyertbroir 
of Venice, or at least of her govemment, 
Jocdced towards the eompletitm /of aSbat 
extravagant hopes with the greater coaifi- 
dence, since a new. but oecesaary addition 
to the already-existing taxes bad put the 
Venetian populace ont of humour with 
their ralers^ 

Rich enou^, hoth in adherents and 
in wealthy to realize their fearfol projects^ 
rtdi enoQgh in bdd, riirewd, desperate 
miUy whose minds were well adapted to 
the conbrtrance and e&ecntion of reroki- 
tioibry projects; they now looked down 
with eoBtenpt upon the good old Doge^ 
who as yet entertained no smpicion of the 
object of their noctnrxial meettngs. 

Still did they «M>t dare to carry their 
projects lAto effect^ till some principal 
^persom an the state should be prevented 
by deathf from throwing obstacles in 
their way« For the accomplisfamenC of 
this part of their plan they relied on the 
daggers of the banditti* Dreadful there- 
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fere vraa the souud ta their ears, whet) the 
bdl g»fe Ae sigiftiU for exeaition, and 
tbey £»,# iSieir best-^buBded hopes 
«ftpire on the seaffold, which 8u{>ported 
the headleM trunks of the four Bravos. 
But if tlidr eonstenmtion was great 
at thus losing the destined instruments 
of their designs, how extravagant was 
their joy when the proud Abellino dared 
Dpenly to declare to Venice, that he still 
ffihahited the republic, and that he still 
Wdre a dt^ger at the disposal of Vke. 

'^^^ThiB desperado is the very man 
for usT they eKclaimed unanimously, 
and in rapture; and now their most 
ardent wish was to enroll Abellino in 
their services. 

Tliat object was soon attained— they 
sought the daring ruffian, and he suf. 
fered himself to be found. He visited 
their meetings, but in his promises and 
demands he was equally extravagant. 

The first and mtost earnest wish of the 
whole conspiracy was the de^th of Conari^ 

h2 
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the Procurator;^ a man whom the Doge 
valued beyond all otfaws ; a mm^ whose 
eagle-eyes made the conspirators hourly 
tremble for their secret^ and whos^:^^^-^ 
vices the Doge had accepted, in {»refje|*eaee 
to those of thp Cardinal Gonzaga. — ^Bnt 
the sum which Abellino demanded for the 

mufcier of this one man was enormqns. - 

" ' ' ■ ' i. ... 

— " Give me the reward which I re- 

> 

quire," said he, ^^ and I promise, on- the 
word of a man of honour, ' that after this 
night the procurator Conari shall give you 
no fiirther trouble. Exalt him tp heaven, 
or imprison him in hell, Jill engage to find 
and stab him.'' 

What could they do ? Abellino was not 
a man to be easily beat down in his de- 
mands. The Cardinal was impatient to 
attain the summit of his wishes ; but his 
road lay straight over Conari's grave ! 

^ « ■ - . • ■ 

Abellino received the sum demanded; 
the next day the venerable Conari, the 
Doge's best and dearest friend, the pride 
and safeguard of the republic, was no 
longer numbered among the living. 
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^'' Tb a terrible fellow, this Abellino ! '' 
eried the conspirators, when the news 
reached them^ and celebrated the Pro- 
cnratbi^ri death in trinmph at the CardinaPs 
midnight feast. 

The Doge was almost distracted with 
terror and astonishment. He engaged to 
give ten thousand sequins to any one who 
shoujld discover by whom Conari had been 
removed from the world. A proclamation 
to this efl^ was published at the corner 
of every street in Venice, and made known 
throughout the territories of the republic. 
A few days after this proclamation had 
beai qiade, a paper was discovered affixed 
to the principal door of the Venetian 
Signoria. 

VENETIANS! 

You would fain know the author of 
Conari's death : to spar^ you much fruit-^ 
less trouble, I hereby acknowledge, that I, 
Abellino, was his assassin. Twice did I 
bury my dagger in his heart, and then sent 
hia body to feed fishes. The Doge 
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• • ■ - * * 

promises ten thouaaiKl s^quioji to tgrn who 
>shaU discover Conan^a nardover ; itn^- la 
him who shall be ^ elevev enoiji^ . t<^ mM 
hira^ AbelliQo hereby premises fagrmf y «■■ ■■■ 
Adieu, Signers; I remain yaur faiiibfbl 
servant, 

ABJBLUNO. 



' 
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CHAPTER Vt 
THE TWO GREATEST MEN IN VENICE 

It mBal be superflnoro to ififon» my 
seadcrs tha* all Vemce beeane furkms at 
tim new hnoleBce. With» the memory 
of iaait htA no one ever treated wifb sneh 
dmrinnikecdiebrated Venetian police, or 
•et the IX^€^a poweF at defiance vitb m(h 
fBOtai tcmetitjr. Thb ocenrrence threw 
die wfaok dtj mm confosion ; every eae 
WW OB the. look-ovtr the patroies were 
dbdblef; the sbirrt extended their re- 
searclies) on aU sides; yet no one ecmld 
tee^ Of kear^ oc discover the moair distant 
traeer of AfaeUioa^ 

The piirats m their sermons strove to 
ronse the slumbering vengeance <if Heaven 
to crush this insolent oflfender. The ladies 
were wady to swoon at Ibe very name of 
Abefliaov lov who eouM assure them that, 



IbSi THE BRAVO OF VBN lOB. 

at some unexpected moment, he might not 
pay them the sarae compliment which be 
had paid to Rosabella? As for the old 
women, they unanimously asserted, that 
Abellino had sold himself to the Prince 
of Darkness, by whose assistance he was 
enabled to sport with the patience of all 
pious Venetians, and deride the impotence 
of their ju3t indignation. The Cardinal 
and his . associates were proud 'of their 
terrible confederate, and looked forwarfl" 
with confidence to the triumphafnt ii^ue 
of their undertaking. The deserted family 
of Conari called down curses ' on ' his 
murderers bead, and ' wished that thoir 
tea^s might be' changed into a sea of sul- 
phur, in whose waves they might plunge 
the monster Abellino^ nor did €ohari*s 
rdations feel more gnk£ for his loss'tbtan 
the Doge and his two confidents^ who 
swore never to rest till they bad discovered 
the lurking-place of the ruthless assassin, 
and. had punished his' crimie with ten-£3ld 
vengeance* . 

« 

— *^ Yet, after all," said Andreas one 
evetiiiig, as he sat alove in bis piivat^ 
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cbamber^ ^,^ after all/ it mast be.confeased 

that. this Abellino is a siDgular man 

He whoican do what Abellino has done, 
innst j)03se86 both such talents and such' 
coarage, asy. stood he at the head of^an^ 
annj, wodldieqable him to conquer half - 
the world i!-^Would that I could once get 
asight of him!"—- 

— " Look up, then ! roared Abellino ! 
and clapped the Doge, on the shoulder 
-— Andreas started from his seat. A colos* 
sal figure stood before him, wrapped in a 
dark mantle, above which appeared a 
countenance so hideous and forbidding, 
that the universe could not have produced 
its equal. 

— ** Who art thou?" stammered out 
the Doge. - 

—"Thou seest me, and canst doubt ?« 
Well then ! . I 3m jibellinoy ^ the good r 
friend, of your murdered Conari, and^^he 
republic's most submissive slave/'; — 

■ > - . r ' 

The farave Andreas, who had never 

h5 
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tremblecl' in. fi(^ hy. Imud or by sea^ and 
for wjbmii no dsnger bad pbtsatsed teritmi 
suffidieat to s&aker hu andMirted reaoloi- 
tioD,< the bvaTe Andreas now forgot foe a 
few aaoiKnt» his asoal pcennceof mind. 
S^Ktfcklessi did: be. gmie. on the daring 
aMis9i% trbo/stood befioveiyrBa- cahn and 
faanghty, nnappalled by the ougesHy oi the 
greatest man in Venice. 

Abd>tino imdded t» hint Ttitb' an m 
of familiar protection^ and grarionsiy mm- 
descended tv. grini npon him wdth. a: kfaid 
of haUlfrieiidly sinile. 

-*— ^^ Abellino," said) the Boffs, at hiigth^ 
endeavouring to recollect himself^ ^ tfaoa 
art a fearful. ... a detestable man.'* . 

— " Fearful ?" " answered the Biuiro; 
*^Dost thou think me so? Good! that 
glads: me to the vary heart I^^IXrtestal^ ? 
that may be ao^ or it may nat. I confess^ 
the sigi9 wbt<$h I hang oat gives no ^i«at 
promise of good entertainment within); 
but yet, Andreas, one thing is certain — 
You and I stand on the same line; for 



at this ittomeBt we are the two greatest 
men in Veoice ; you in yotir way, / ii¥ 
snne. — 

The Dc^er emild: not. help smiling' at 
tlbe .Bftur0fs familiav tone. 

--^^ Nay, nay! eontintied Abdlino^ 
^^ no dmfles of disfofdiefv ^^ yon please. 
AUbur m^ tbengh a Bravo, to compare 
myself to a Doge; troly^ I think ^ereV 
no gnM premmpfSbn m pKtemg myself 
dn a- lereL wiA « man, whom^ I hold in 
my power, and who therefore is in feet 
beneath me.**— 

The I>oge made a movement, as wo«dd 
he have left Imv. I 

--^^^Not so iisst^*' said Abeilln^ }angh-« 
ing mdely,. and im baiereii the Doge*s 
pttdsage. ^^Aoddeot seldom nnites in 
so small a space, as this chamber a pair of 
sncb great mem— Staf where you are, for 
I ba^re not done with yon yet : We mnst 
have a little conv^ersation.-^ 
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^^ Hear me, Abellino l" said the Dc^e^ 
ipltllteriog up all the dignity which he 
possessed ; ^^ thou hast received great talenta 
from Nature: why dost thon employ 
tbefu to so little advantage? I here 
promise you, on . my most sacred word,^ 
pardon for the past, and protection for 
the ' future, wilt you but name to me the 
villaii) who bribed you to assassinate Conarr, 
abjure your bloody trade, and accept. an 
hcttiest employment in the service of the 

republic If this oflfer is. rejected, at 

least quit witib all speed the territory of 
Vehioe, or I swear. ; " . 

\ - . • 

" Ho ! ho r interrupted Abellino ; 
^ pardon and protection, say you"? It is 
long since 1 thought it worth my while 
to care for such trifles — Abellino is able 
to protect hitoself without fordgn aid : 
and, as to pardon,' mortals caniiot give 
absolution for sins like mine. On that 
day5 when all men : mwt ^ve in the list 
of their offencies, then too. will /give in 
mine, but till then never^^Yon would 
know the name of him who bribed me 
to be Conari's murdei'er? Well, well: 
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yoo shall know it. . . . bat not to-day — 
I iQust quit with all speed the Venetian 
territory?; and wherefore? throngh fear 
of thee? Ho! hp! through, fear of 
Venice? Ha! Abellino fears not Venice; 
'tis. Venice that feinrs AbeHinb !-*^Y<m' 
would have me abjn.^ my profession ?~ 
Well^ Andreas, there is one condition, 
which, peihapSA • ••• . • "-*— ^ - * 

•*-f^^ Name it!" cried the t^oge eagerly ^ 
^^ will ten thousand sequins pn^ebase yoiir 
departure from the riq)oblic?"«— 

— ^^ 1 would gladly give you twice as 
much, myself, could yon rdeall the insult 
of offering Abellino so miserable a bribe!- 
— No, Andreas, but one price can pay 
mei'gite'me your niece for liiy' bride; 
1 love Rosabdia, the daogfater of GniiBcard 
of CorfiL'*— 



■^^ Monster! — ^what inscJence. . 



«» 



! Uo I'^Patience^ patience^ good 
oncle,. tbait is to be! Will you. accept 
my terms?"- ! . 
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-^'^Naine wbtit 3V11B tan ^^^fymtf 
and k ahaU be yours this iMtaiit^; so fou 
witt\ only rditeve Venice, fron yoor pn>- 
senca Though it sUckiild cost the' nipab^^ 
lie ar mUlioQ she ^itt hd a gainer, if 
her air is no longer poiaosed hy yoof 
bMitb.*"-^ 

—"Indeed! — Why in. feet at millibn:i» 
not so great a sum ; for look ye^ Andreas, 
I bave just adld for ieathaif: a^ aaytDion- the 
U^earof fonn twiai dear fciimAr, Maitfnme 
and I^melUm))--^Noir^ve nieRcn^ 
and I break the bargain.** — 

^'V^ AiiseteaAt 1 Hto Heaven no lij^'^ 

•^^"' Yo« ifatt nfit?— Mack sae ! Jhar faiar* 
and-twciittjfr boiir». shall Mahfinone^ and 
Lomellino be food for fishes— -—-AbelQni^ 
has said it! — Away!'* 

And^with these words he drew a pistol 
ft»m nader yacltike^^and-flkslied itin 1^ 
Sk^*a face^-'Blinded by the pcnindfer, and^ 
confused by the unexpected- exploeioif, 



Aadcn^ «tartod< badi^ apd wiikr bewildned 
on a neighhomAig^ »(» fa ' 'Hkaoop recovered 
from his astonishment; he sprang from 
hi» aeat t& smoiDtoa hiis( gsmin^ and seize 
Abeltinor'^^ But iSkbeUmo^ had ^eady 
disappeared* 

On? dia* saoMeTening were Patoezi. and 
his confederates assembled io the palwe 
of the Cardinal Gonzaga. The table w^s^ 
spread vMi tfce moirt hixnribOB pr6ftr»ien, 
and Aey arranged over tbm flowing 
gebl6lt8.plaD» fiiic the repnbUo'j mn.-^The' 
Cardinal related boir he had ai hi» con^ 
trived to insinuate himself into rilie HogffBt 
good graces, and had succeeded in im- 
presaing him witb an ^pioicMT tftait tirt^ chiefs 
of the confederacy were fit men t€t bokk 
offices of important tmst. Contarino boast- 
ed that be donbt^d not befeve long toHbe 
appointed^ to the' vaicant Pt^cnpartorsliip'. 
Parozzi reckoned for his shd(f«^, ^ opofi 
Rosabella's hand, and the place_ either of 
Lomellino or Manfrone, when once those 
two. chief obstacles to his hopes should 
be removed. Such was the conversation 
in which they were engaged, when the 
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clock Struck twelve, th<^ dborer flew ivid^^. 
anrd Abellino stood before tbeio! / ' • ^ 

— ^^ Wine there 1 ** cried he ; '* th^ woik. 
is done-— Manfrone and LoroellYno are^ai 
snpper with the worms." 

All sprang from their seats in rapture 
and astoniihoieiit. 



• * 



—"And I have thrown liie.E|bge him^. 
self into snch a fit ,of terror, that I warrant 
you he will not recover himself, easily.— r* 
Now answer; are yon content, with me/ 
you blood-honnds ? *'r— 



« ' ^ 



—V* Next then for Flodorirdo!!' : shouted 
Parozzi. 



^ • 



1. 



— "Flodoardo?" muttered A Wlipo be- 
tween his teeth; "hum! huml-^that's 
not so ^asy.*^ 



END OF BOOK THE SECOND. 
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BOOK THE 



CHAPTER I. 

THE LOVERS. 

Rosabella^ the idol of all Venice^ lay on 
the bedbf Bickness; a sorrow, whose cause 
was carefully concealed from every, one, 
nndeiinined her health, atid destroyed the 
bloom of her beanty. She loved the noble 
Flodoardo ; and who coiild have known 
Flodoardo and. fuot havfe loved him?— 
His majestic stature, his expressive coun- 
tenance^ his enthusiastic glance, his whole 
being declared aloud — " Flodbai'dp is 
Nature's fevourite!'* — and Rosabella had 
,teen always a great admirer of Nature. 

But if Rosabella was ill, Flodoardo was 
scarcely better. He confined himself to 
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his own apartment; he shunned society^ 
and freqnently made long journeys to 
different cities of the republic^ in hopes of 
distracting his thoughts by change of place, 
from that object which, wherev^ he went, 
still pursued him. He had now been 
absent. 6xr Ifareet wbohs wei^s^ • Nb one 
knew in what quarter he was wandering ; 
and it was during this absence that the 
so-long;-expected Prince of Monaldeschi 
arrived at Venice^ to claim Rosabella as 
his bride. 

• - * 

His appearance^, to which a nipBth be- 
fore Andrea^ tooked forward* with such 
pleasing expectation^ now affioorded. but 
little satisfaction te the DogjB., Rosabelbi 
was too ill to receive her suitora vtsitaf 

and he did not allow her much time to 

* 

recover her health ;; for six. di^s a^ter his 
arrival at Vepice, the Prince; was fbond 
murdered in a retired part of one of die 
public gardens. His^ sword, lap hy, bior 
unsheathed and bloody ; his. tablete wece? 
gone^ but one leaf had been torn from 
them and fastened oa his breast-^-^It |vas 



exfunmed^ ai»d faiui4 to o^tiijii tkefdUow- 
ing lines^ apparently . miitlwim blood: 



HO* oivr pretend . to Bosebella^s 
bwd^ ^Q 13 not. prepared ta sharti tbcr 
fiiti» of MoMldeschi P^^^^The Bra^o . 

ABEIXINO;' 

-^^^Okl wJi^re ahoUi I «ow fly foi! 
comfiEK^! .£3K protection P jsxcWmod tlm 
Sagp ift deapairi, whoa tbiA^di^eiidinlftewfii 
was amu^wccd — ^^ Whyi why fc Flodo- 
ardo ah$4Mit>^''^ 

... . ■ . ■ ' • - 

Anxionfily did ha ttow 409ive jCba yootb'a 
retam^ to support him under the weight 
of ihem heayy inisfortiWiQa ^ nor wm it 
Ions before that desire wa^ gmtififd— 
Flodoaid^ rottirfiBd. 

*■ ■ ' " ■ 

'^^^^ Walcooaei noblo yi^ritbl** spMd tbe 
Doge^. rnhen b^ iffm tbe- Elorenj^ &Aet 
bis apartinent;. ^'you must not in future. 
depriTe me of your presence for so long. 
I an BOW a poor forsaken old man-^You 
have, heard that XoinelliBio^ . .. •; that Mai>- 
fr one» • . * **-*- 
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— ^^ I know all>!** answered Flodoardo 
with a melancholy dr. . 

-^--'^ Satan hasf burst his chams/ahd now 
inhabits Venice under the name of Abel- 
lino^ robbing me of all that my soul holds 
precions. Flodoardo, for heaven's love 
be cautions; often, during your absence, 
have 1 trembled lest the miscreabfs dagger 
should have deprived me too €>f you^ I 
have much to say to you, my young friend) 
but I must defer it till the evening; a 
foreigner of consequence has appointed 
this hour for an audience, and I must has- 
ten to teceive hito-^But in the evening.-. ** 



f k • r . 



» 



t 



He was interrupted by the appearance 
of Rosabella, who, with tottering steps 
and pale cheeks, advanced slowly* into the 
apartment. She saw Flodoardo, and a 
faint Mush overspread her countenafTce. 
Flodoardo rose from his seat, and wel- 
comed her with an air of distant respect: 



:\ 



-^**Do not go yet,'* saidHheD6ge; 
^' perhaps in- half and hbnr I n!tay be at 
liberty — In the mean while i leave you 
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to entertain my poor RoaabfUi^ : 9he has 
been very ill dnring yoar. absence ; find I 
am still uneasy abont her health. She 
kept her bed till yesterday, and truly I 
think she has left it too soon. * — . 

The venerable Doge qaitted the apart* 
ment, and- the .lovers once more found 
themselves alone. Bo^abella drew near 
the window; Plodoardo at length yen* 
tured to approach • it also. - 



^ • 



— " Signora,*' said he, *^ are you still 
angry with me?*' — 



— *' I am not angry with you/' stam- 
mered out Rosabellai and blushed as she 
recollected the garden scene. 

— ^^And you have quite forgiven my 
transgression?" — . . 

— :" Your transgression ? " repeated 
Rosabella, with a faint smile ; yes ; if it 
was e^ transgression, I have quite forgiven 
it. Dying people ought to pardon those 
who have trespassed against them, in 
order that they, in their turn, may be par- 



168 THE B&AVO OF VBNICB. 

4 

/*^ Count Flodoardol" she interrupted 
him with a look of reprehension, but in a 
gentle voice^ " veould you again offend 

me?"— y . . 

% 

— '^TThat will soon he out of my power- 
Perhaps you can guess what are my 

• ■ • • - « 

present intentions."-— 



cc 



To resume your travels soon ?** — v 



— ^^ Exactly so ; and the next time that 
I quit Venice, to return to it no more."-^ 






No more?" she repeated eagefly; 
Oh ! not so, Flodoardo ! Ah ! can you 
leave me?" — She stopped, ashamed of her 
imprudence — " Can you leave my uncle, 
I meant to say ? You do but jest, I doubt 
not." 

— " By my honour. Lady, I never was 
more in earnest** 

— *' And whither then do you mean 
to go?"— 
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— ^^To Mitlta, and assist the knights 
ill tliPeir attacks apoh the Corsairs of 
Barbary. Providence perhaps may en- 
able me to obtain the command of a 
galley; then will -I call my vessel *Rosa- 
bellaf — then shall the war-cry be still 
* Rosabella;' that name will render me 
invincible! , 

— *^ Ob \ this is a mockery, Count ; I 
have not deserved that you should sport 
with my feelings sp cruelly/' — 



• fr • 



— " It is to spat^ your feelings, Signora, 
that I am now resolved to fly from Venice; 
my presence might cause you some uneasy 
moments. I am not the happy man whose 
gight is destined to give you pleasure ; I 
will at least avoid giving you paiii/' — 

— *^ And you really can resolve to aban- 
don the Doge, whose esteem for you is so 
sincere, whose friendship has always been 
«o warm?"^ — 

— " I value his friendship highly; but 
it is. not sufficient to make me' happy — ^and 

I 
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could be lay kingdoms at my .feet, ^till 
would his friendship 'be insnfficieot to 
make me happy.'' — 

—"Does tben your happiness reqidre 
so much?'' — 

— " It does ; much more than I have 
mentioned, infinitely more! — Bnt one 
boon can make me. happy — I have begged 
for it on my knees/' — He caqght her 
hand, and pressed it eagerly to his lips-— 
^^ I have begged for it, Rosabella. . • . and 
my suit has been lejected!"— 

— ^^ You are a strange enthusiast I " she 
said witb difficulty, and scarcely kneir 
what she said : while Flodoardo drew bet 
gently nearer to him, and mutmured in a 
supplicating voice—" Rosabella!" 

" What would you of me ?" 

— " My happinjsss ! " — [ 

She gazed upon him for a moment 
undecided, then hastily drew away her 
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hsskd, and exclaimed — ^^ Leave me tbii^ 
moment^ I command you ! Leave me^ foi 
Heaven's sake!"-^ 

Flodoardo clasped his hands together in 
despair and angiiish—he bowed his head 
in token of obedience ; he left her Vith 
slowly steps and a melancholy air, and as 
he passed the threshold^ tamed to bid her 
fkrew^ for eveir. Suddenly she rushed 
toWflrds faim^ caught his hand^ and pressed 
it to her heart. 

"Flodoardo!" she cried, "lam thinet". 
and sank motionless at his feet. 



l2 



m 



TSB BRAVO OF YOKtCM. 



CHAPTER II. 

« 

A DANGEROUS PROMISE. 

And now who was so blest as the fortu^ 
nate Flodoardo? The victory was his 
own; he had heard the wished^fof sen- 
tence pronounced by the lips of Rosabella 
— He raised her from the ground^ and 
placed her on a sofa — Her blue eyes 
soon unclosed themselves once more, and 
the first object which they beheld was 
Flodoardo kneeling at her feet, while with 
one arm he encircled her waist. Her head 
sank upon the shoulder of the man for 
whom she had breathed so many sighs, 
who had occupied so many of her thoughts 
by day, who had been present in so many 
of her dreams by night. 

As they gazed in silent rapture on each 
other, they forgot that they were mortals : 
they seemed to be tran^oited to a happier. 
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better world. ' Rosabella tbought tbat the 
diatnber in which she sat was transformed 
into an earthly Paradise; invisible seraphs 
seemed to hallow by their protecting pre- 
sence the indulgence of her innocent 
affection ; and she poured forth her secret 
thanks to Him who had given her a 
heart susceptible of love. 

Through the whole course of man's 
elzi&teuce^ such a moment as this occurs 
but 0Q€6. Hi^py is he who sighs for its 
arrival ; happy is he who^ when it arrives, 
has a soul wcHthy of its enjoyment ; hap^ 
py is even he for whom that moment 
has long been passed, so it passed not unen- 
joyed, for the recollection of.it still is 
precious. Sage philosophers, in vain do 
you : assure us that the raptures of a mo- 
ment like this are . mere illusions of a 
heated imagination, searcelymore solid than 
an enchanting dream, which fades before 
the sunbeams of truth and reason. Alas! 
does there exist a happiness under the 
moon which owes not its charms in some 
de^ee to the magic of imagination. 
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"Yliti ait} d*fer!to ihe,.Flodoaixlirl'* 
mprmtHred Rosabella, foi^ CamiQa abd.kfer 
cbunsels if eife quite forgiorttefeL; . ^fj6k ! > yoti 
are very, very dearP- 

• ' T • f 

■ • • • < ♦ - • I , •-'ft-'? » • ; J ' 

The jbtftln drily tbankeilfe^byclaspiliig 
her still closer to his bosom, frhile, f6r the 
'first time, be sealed Uer coral |ip9:witlr li& 
own. 



", .' . . 1 I I • M 



•\l t t 






:)t i>ir« MA* 



At that m<niiei!rt::^be dodriivas 
throm^n open ;, ihe Doge Aajdfleas ra^<CBEtdmA 
the \ aparitmefit'; the espectedi atiiaq^er h$d 
beeii 9iiddenJ]rtaketi lU, ahdrAddraaa wmb 
no somier at liberty, thad hevhasfene^ 
to rejoin his favourite.. - TfafO riiatliiigi^ff 
his garments roused, the lovers -fton^' their 
dream of bKs9; Rosekls^lla started ifirom 
FlodoardoV enbhrace Vlth^ ^a <cry: o£ terror ]i 
Flodoardb quitted his kiveeMhg podHir^^- yet 
"seemeA by no ibeans discteiciertedf at the 
disbovery. 



> : 



i « ' « ' 



71 , 



Andreas gased u|)asi tiiem for: somle 
minntes, with a look which expi-essed/at 
once atiger, melaneholy, ' and' the inost 
heart-felt disappointment. He sighed 
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deeply, cast his eyes towards heaven, and 
io sifenc^ tnrned to leave tbe apartment. 

— -^'Stey yet one ibofbeni, • noble An- 
dreas/' cried tbe Florentine. 

The Doge tamed, and Fiodoardo threw 
himself at his feet. Andreas looked down 
with calm' and serious dignity on the 
ktiefelte^ offmder, by whom his friendship 
h^ been so unworthily awarded, and by 
Whom bif confidence had been so cjruelly 
betrayed. 

-^*^YottOg man,"' siitd he in a stern 
voice, ^^ the attempt to excuse yourself 
must be fruitless.** — 

- -*— "jExcuse myself!** interrupted Flo- 
doardW boldly; ^no, myLoird, I need no . 
excnses (bi* Idving Rosabella; *tw^e for 
him to excuse himself who had seen 
Rosab^lla;^ and 9lo^ loved b^r^^yet^ if it 
is indeed a crime in me that I adore 
Rostffjiella. . . . 'tis a crime of which Heaven 
ifs^If v^ill Qibsolve me, since it formed 
Ro^abelk s6 Worthy to be adored!**—* 



\ 
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— " You 'seenx to lay too mncb stress on 
this fantastic apology^"* answered the Doge 
contemptnously ; ^^at leasts yon cannot 
expect that it should have much weight 
with me," — . 

— *n say it once 'mor^ njy; Lord," 
resumed Flodoardo> while he . rose frotn 
the ground, ^^that I. intend torraakena 
apology ; I mean not ; to e^suse iay>l^e 
for Rosabella, but to request -your^ppiot 
bationof that love — Andreas^ I addr^ypuv 
niece; I deman4 her for my bride.^-r-: / . ' 

The Doge started \in astpnisbment. at 
this hold and unexpecteid request * .<- ' ; 

" . ■ ! 

• J . ' 

— ^^ It is true," continued the Floren- 
tirie, **I am noi more, than a; ineedyy- un- 
known yoiith^ and it ^seeipis ^ apiece of 
strange temerity when sia^b a man pro*! 
poses himself to esppwetbe b^ir^ss of 
the Venetian , Doge. , Bnt, by { heaveUi 
I am confident that the gre^t Andreas 
means not to bestow, hi^ .Ilp^b^la cfu 
one of those whose claims to (Hypur are 
ovepflowing coffers^. «j^tensjlve territories^ 
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and sounding titles, or who vainly deco- 
llate their insignificance with the glory 
obtained by their ancestors; glory of 
which they are tliemselves incapable of 
acqniring a single ray. I acknowledge 
freely that I have as yet performed no 
actions which make me deserving such a 
reward as Rosabella; bat it shall not be 
long ere I will perform snch actions, or 
perish in the attempt." — 

The Doge tnrned from him with a look 
of displeasure. 

— ^' Oh! — be not incensed with him, 
dear uncle!"' said Rosabella: dhe hastened 
to detained the Doge, threw her white 
arms round his neck fondly, and con- 
cealed in his bosom the tears with which 
her countenance was bedewed. 

— **Make your demands 1"^ continued 
Flodoairdo, still addressing himself to the 
.Doge ; " say what you wish me to do, 
and what you would have me become, 
in order to obtain from you the hand 
of Rosabella. Ask what you will, I will 

i5 
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look on the task^ . however difficult, a» 
iiotliing moite than sport aiid pastime. 
By Heavjen,. I would tbw Venifee wcife 
at this moment exposed to the itiost im^ 
minent danger, and that ten thousand 
daggers were unsheathed' against year 
life; Rosabella my regard, libiv certain 
should I be to rescue Venice; and strike 
the ten thousand daggers down."— -■ . 

— "I have served the republic faith- 
fully and fervently for many a long year," 
answered Andreas with a bitter smile; 
"I have risqued my life without hesita- 
tion; I have sh^d my blood with profu- 
sion; I asked: nothing fdr my teira^rd but 
to' pass my old aigein soft tran^uiUity, and 
of this reward have I been cheated. My 
bosom-friends, the companions of my 
.youth, the confidents of my age, have been 
torn from me by the daggers of banditti — 
and yon, Plodoardo, you, oii :*whom I 
heaped all favours, have now deprived me 
of this my only last rejmainiug comfoVt. 
Answer me, Rosabella ; hast thou in 
truth bestowed thy heart on Flodoardo 
irrevocably?'' 
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Oiie hand 6f Rosabella's still rested 
on ber iitide's shoulder; witb the otjber 
she clasped Flodoardo's, and pressed it 
fondly, against her heart — Yet Flodoardo 
j^eemed still unsatisfied. No sooner bad 
the Doge*s question strtlck his ear, than 
his countenance became dejected; and 
though his hand returned the pressure 
of Ros^belta^s^ he shook his head mourn- 
ful ly^ with an air of doubt, and cast on 
her a penetratfng look, as would, he have 
read the secrets of her inmost soul. 

Andreas withdrew himself gently from 
Rosabella's aiib, and for some time paced 
the apartment slowly, with a counte- 
nance "sad and earnest. Rosabella sank 
upon a sofa which stood near her, and 
wept. Fiodoardb eyed the Doge, and 

waited for his decision with impatience. 

.» 

Thus pasded isonie minutes. An awful 
silence reigned through the chamber; 
Andreas seemed to be labouring with 
some resolution of dreadful importance. 
The lovers wished^ yet dreaded^ the cop- 
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elusion of tl^e scene, and , with every mo- 
ment theiranxiety becan^e jnore.pajniuU, 

— " Flodoardo ! " at length said the 
Doge, and suddenly stood still ' in . I^e 
middle of the chamber. Flodoardo 'ad* 
vanced with a. respectful air — " Young 
man," he continued, **.I am at/ length 
resolved; Rosabella lojsres you^ nor will 
I oppose the decision of her h^art;.. but 
Rosabella is much too pr^ipn$ to admit 
of my bestowing her on the first who 
thinks fit to demand her — the man to whom 
I giye her, must be worthy such u gift : - 
she must be the reward of his services, 
nor can he do services so great that such 
a feward will not overpay therm. — Your 
claims on the republic's graltitude are as 
yet but trifling ; an opportunity now offers 
oiP rendering us an essential seryite— The 
murderer of Conari, Manfrone, and Lo- 
mellino. . . . Go, Tjring him hither ! — A live 
or dead, tl^ou roust bring to :this , palace 
the terrible bandi^ti-king^.^ieWino/*'— 7. 

• * • • *■ 

At this unej^pected conclusion of a 
speech, on which his happiness or despair 



It 
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depended) Flpdoiardo started hack; the 
colour fled from hi^ cheeky. 

-T-"My noble Lord !" he said at length 
heaitBting 5 " yon kijow \^ell that. * . . " — 

• ■ » 
. ' . • , . • '• • • • > 

— " I know well/* interrupted Andreas^ 
**how difficult a task I enjoin, when I 
require the delivery of Abellino. For 
myself I swear, that I had rather a thou- 
sand times force my passage with ft single 
vessel through the whole Turkish fleet, 
and carry off the admirals ship from the 
midst of them, than attempt -to seize this 
Abellino, who seems to have entered into 
a compact with Lucifer himself: who is 
to be found every where and no where ; 
whom sq many have seen, but whom no 
one knows ; whose cautious subtil ty has 
brought to shame the vigilance of our State 
inquisitors, .of the College of Ten, and of all 
their legions of spies and sbirri ; whose very 
name strikes terror into the hearts of the 
bravest Venetians, and from whose dagger 
I myself am not safe upon; )9^y throne! — I 
know well, Flodoardo, how much I ask; 
but I;kiipw. aUo haw touch l-prcfffe^. — You 
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seem irresolute? — You are silent? — Plo- 
doardo, I have long watched you with 
attention ; I have discovered in you marks 
of a superior genius^ and therefore T am 
induced to make such a demand, tf any 
one is able to cope with Abellino, thon 
art the man 1 wait your answer.**— 

Flodoarda|jaced the chamber in silence. 
Dreadful was the enterptlze proposed : 
woe to him should Abellino discover his 
purpose !— But Rosabella was the reward ! 
He cast a look oh the beloved one, and 

• • • # * - ■ 

resolved to risque every thing. 

He advanced towards the Doge. 

Andreas — Now then, Flodoardo ? Your 
resolution? 

FlodoarflcH-Sbould I deliver Abellino 

• • • • • * * 

into your power, do you* solemnly swear 
that Rosabella shall be tny bride ? 



« • 



Andreas— ^She shdl ! ^nA iibt tilt then. 



Mosabc^Ua-rAti ! Flodoardo^, I fear tUk 



K 
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undertaking will end fatallj. Abellino is 

so craft J. ... so dreadfiil Oh ! look 

well to yonraelf, for should you meet with 
the detested monster^ whose dagger. ; . . 

Flodoardo-^(interrupted her hastily)-^ 
Oh! silence, Rosabellia !— at least allow 
me to hope! — Noble Andreas, give me 
y6tlr hand, and pledge your princely word 
that Abellino once in yotir power, nothing 
shall prevent me from being- Rodabella^s 
husband. 

Andrea:^^ — 1 swear it; deliver into mv 
power, either idivie or dead^^ this most 
dangerous foe of Venice, and nothing shall 
prevefft Rosabella, from beinff your wife. 
In pledge df which I here give you my 
princely hand. 

Flodbardo gi*akped the Dog^*s hand in 
silence, and shook it thrice. If^'^i'n^ to 
Rosabella, and seemed on the point of 
addressing her^ when he suddenly tarned 
away, struck his forehead, and inci^sured 
the apariment with disordered and tinsteady 
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steps* The. clock intbe tower of "St; 
Mark*s chnrch struck Jive. 

't • m 9 ~ 

% 

-T-" Time flies 1 " cried Flodoardo ; ' " no 
more delay then. In four-and-twenty hours 
will I produce in this very palace Ihis 
dreaded bravo, AbelUno." — 

Andreas shod^ his' head— ^" Young 
man,** said be, " be leiSs confident iii your 
promises; I shall have n^ore faith in your 
performance." 

Flod6ardo — (serious and firm)— Let 
things terminate as they may, either I will 
keep my word, or niever again will cross 
the. threshold of your palace — I bavedis** 
covered some traces of the miscreant, and 
I trust that I shall amuse you to-morrow^ 
at this time and in this place, with the 
representation of a comedy; but should it 
proye a tragedy instead, God's will be done. 

Andreas — Remetnber, that too nuicb 
haste is dangerous ; rashness will destroy 
even the frail hopes of success, which you 
may reasonably indulge at present. 
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Flodoardo-^Bft$hneas;my Lord? He 
wIk> baa. lived as Jbavelived, and saiFered 
what / have sniFered^ must have been long 
since cnred of rashness. 

Rosabella^ — (taking his hand) — Yet be 
not too confident of your own strength^ I 
beseech you I Dear Flodoardo/ my uncle 
loves ypn^ and his advice is wise! I^eware 
of Ab^lino's dagger ! 

Flodoardo— rThe best way to escape 
his dagger is not to allow him time to 
use it: within four*and*t:wenty,hQQr9 ipust 
the deed be done, or never.— Now then, 
iUttStrions Prince, I take my leave of you ; 
to-morrow I doubt not to convince you 
that nothing is too much for io veto venture. 

.... < ' . 

Andreas-rRight ; to venture; — ^bft^, to 

achieve? 

Flpdoardo-^Ah ! that must /.di^pend 
.«..'•• — He paused siiddenly ; ^ain' his 
eyes were fastened eagerly on those of 
Rosabella ; and it was evident that with 
every moment his uneasiness jijCquired 
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fresh strengttiH-He resmned bis discourse 
to Andiieai, with !^*° itaovettient of impa- 
fi«nce. ,. 

— ^^ Noble Andreas,** said be, ** do not 

• • » • • • 

nake me dis«-spiiited ; — rather let me 
try whether I cannot inspire yo^ wrdi 
inoihe ddcifidence of my snccess. I Itlttirt 
firef request ' yon' to ordcfr a s]^leAd3d 
entertainment to be ptipHreA. At this 
boor in the afternoon of to-morrow let 
me find idl Ibe prmcipal persotis i^ Venice, 
both ineH abd womeii, assembled . id tliis 
^bathbdi-; for, dte>bld tby bop^ be realk^d, 
I' would willingly have spectators of my 
trfuih]^. ' Particdlarly let the Venerable 
members of the College of Teh be invited, 
ih^ordei* that they may at last ^be brought 
face to face with this terrible Abellino, 
against wbotn they have so' l6^g been 
engaged in fruitless warfare. 

Andrea4-i-(iaftct» eying^ bim ^tne time 
with a look of mingled stirprise and- un-^ 
certaiAty)— They Shall'Ufe present. 

Flodbardo — 'I Understand klsd, that since 
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C6aari'§ <lea1&' yott frate becti reconciled 
to the Cardinal Gonzaga ; and that he has 
convinced you how unjust were the preju- 
dlisfil'i^ifh ^Hich Coriari Had inspired you 
against the nobiUty^ Parozzi^ Contai^hd^ 
and the rest of that society — During my 
Iftfe etali^iQiis I bafte' heard mtfch in 
praise' of these young kieiA, which tnakes 
me #ish to shb# myself to thifetti ih* a 
favourable light-^^If yori hiive no otijectibti, 
let me beg yon to invite them also. 






Ahdrdas — ^You shall be grWifled. 

• • • • ^ • 

Flodoardo — One thing niforef; which had 
nearly escaped my memory.— Let no one 
know the motive of this entertain ment, 
till the whole company is assembled. Then 
let guards be placed around the palace^ 
and indeed it may be as well to place them 
even before the doors of the saloon ; for 
in truth this Abellino is such a desperate 
villain^ that too many precautions cannot be 
taken against him. The centinels must haye 
their pieces loaded ; and, above all things^ 
they must be strictly charged, on pain of 
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deaths to let every one entcTy but no one 
^it the chamber. 

» 
« 

Andreas-*-? All this shall be dgnjB punc^ 
tually. 

Flodoardo — I have nothing more to say 
—Noble Andreas, farewell.—- Ros^.bella« • 
To-morr0w» ; 5d)sen the clock strikes, fioey 
we shall meet again^ cftneverT 

He said, and mshed out of the apart- 
ment — Andreas shook his head ; while 
Rosabella sank upon her uncle's bosom, 
and wept bitterly, ' '^^ 
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CHAPTER HI. 

1P£ MIDNIGHT MEETING. 

" Victory !" shouted Parozzi, as he rushed 
into the Cardinal Gonzaga*s chamber^ whejre 
the chief conspirators were all assembled ; 
"our work goes on bravely ! Flodoardo re- 
turned this morning to Venice, and Abellino 
has already received the required sum.*' 

Gonzaga-- Flodoardo does not want 
talents ; I had rather be should live and 
join our party. He is seldom off his 
guard. # • . 

Parozzi — ^Such vagabonds may well be 
cautious; they must not forget them- 
iselves, who have so much to conceal from 
others. 

Falieri-^Rosabella^ as I understand, by 
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no means sees this Florentine with unfa- 
voidable eyes- 

Parozzi — Oh ! wait till to-morrow, and 
then he may make love to the devil and 
his grandmother, if he likes it— rAbellino 
by that time will have Wrung his neck 
round, I warrant you ! 

GqntarinQ-tJt is strange, that in. .^pite 
of aij in/}Uiries I. cap- learq ibftt Mike at 
Fk>iiet)pe respecting this FJiodoardpi^ii My 
letters^ inform qie that spme |im^ ago 
tbiere (did exists ^mily of th^t name; 
bnt it; has been long extinct, or Jf >9liy of 
its descendants are still in being at Florence, 
their existence is quite a secret. 

GoQzaga — ^Are you all invited. to the- 
Doge's to-morrow ? 

Contarino— 7AU of us without exception.* 

Gouzaga — ^That is well ; it seems that 
my recommendations have obtained some 
weight with him, since his triumvirate has 
been removed — And in the evening a 
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masked baU .is to be given y did not the 
I>oge*9 Cbambeprlain say juf} 

Falieri — ^He did, 

' ' - • - • 1 

Meipmo— <-I only hope there is no trick 
in all this — If .he shoold have been .given 
a hint of onr conspiracy !. • . • Mercy on 
us^ my ^teejtb chattfir ^ ,the thought. 

Gonz^-*^ Absfnrd ! By what n?eans 
should pur designs haye been made known 
to hifn} The thing is impossible! 

Memmo — Impossible ? What ! when 
thi^re's si^ce, a qnt-purj!3^ JbQnse-breaker, 
or vagi^nd in V^p^c^ who has not been 
enlisted in onr .^eryice» would it be so 
strategy if Jjbe Doge discovered a little of 
the busio^^ ? A secret which is known 
to so .many, how ;s)iaald it escape his 
peneti^on? 

Contarino — Simpleton ? the same thing 
happens to him^ which happens to be- 
trayed husbands : every one can see the 
horns except the man who carries them* 
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And yet I confess it is ffall time * that we 
should realize our projects^ and prevent 

the possibility of onr being betrayed. 

• • •• ♦ » . - 

Falieri — ^You are right, fneud ; every 
thing is ready, and now, the sdonet that 
the blow is struck the better. 



Parozzi— Nay, the discontented popu- 
lace, which at present sides with us, would 
be perfectly well pleased if the sport be^n 
this very night ; delay the busii^ess^ loffger, 
and their anger against Andrtos will cool, '' 
and render them unfit for our purpose. 

Contarino — Then, let us' decide the 
game at once ; be to-morrow the important 
day ! Leave the Doge to my disposal ; Fll 
at least engage to bury my poignard iif: 
his heart, and then let the business end as 
it may, one of two things must happen : 
either we shall rescue ourselves from all 
trouble and vexation, by throwing every 
thing into uproar and confusion, or else we 
shall sail with a full wind from this cursed 
world to another. 
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Parozasi — Mark me, friends; we roust 
go arfned to the Doge's entertainment. 

.Gonzaga — All the members of the 
College of Ten have be«n particalarly 
invited. ... '^ 

Falieri — Down with every man of them ! 

Memmo — Aye, aye! Fine talking! but 
snppose it should torn out to be ^^ down 
with ourselves ?" 

Falieri — Thou white-livered wretch 1 
Stay at home then, and.take care of your 
worthless existence — But if our attempt 
succeeds, come not to us to re-imburse 
you for the sums which you have already 
advanced. Not a sequin shall be paid you 
back, depend on't. 

M^mmo — You wrong me, Falieri; if 
you wish to prove my courage, draw your 
sword and measure it against mine! I am 
as hrave as yourself; but, thank heaven, 
i am not' quite so hot-headed. 

K 
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Gonzaga«— Nay/ even suppose that - the 
event shbnld not answer our expectations ? 
Andreas once dead, let the populace storm 
as it pleases ; the protection of his Holi- 
ness will sanction onr proceedings. 

Memmo— The Pope? May we count 
on his protection ? 

Gonzaga — (throwing him a letter) — 
Read there, unbeliever !— The Pope, I 
tell you, must protect us, since one of our 
objects is professed to be the assertion of 
the rights of St. Peter*s Chair in Venice. 
PryHhee, Memmo, tease us no more with 
such doubts, but let Contarino's proposal 
be adopted at once. Our confederates 
must be summoned to Parozzi's palace 
with all diligence, and there furnished 
with such weapons as are necessary. 
Let the stroke of midnight be the signal 
for Contarino's quitting the ball-room, and 
hastening to seize the arsenal : Salviati, 
who commands there, is in our interest, 
and will throw open the gates at the first 
summons. 
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Fslieii**-Th6 Admiral Adorno, as soon 
9S be htars tbe alarm-bell^ will immedi^ 
atdy lead his people to oar assistance. 

PArosai— Oh ! our success is certain ! 

Contarino — Only let us take care to make 
the confusion as general as possible; our 
adversaries must be kept in the darik who 
are their friends and who their foes; and 
all but oar own patty must be left igno- 
rant as to tbe aQtbors^ the origin^ and the 
object of the uproar. 

Farozzi*-«By heaven, I am delighted lat 
finding the business at length so near the 
moment of execution ! 

Falieri— Parorai, have you distributed 
tbe white ribbons, by which we are to 
recognise our partisans ? 

Parozzi — ^That was done some days ago. 

Contarino — Then there is no moren^ces- 
sary to be said on the subject. Commdes, 

k2 
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fill your goblets! We will not meet 
again together till onr work has been 
completed. 



Memmo— -And yet metfainks it wonld 
not be nnwise to consider the matter over 
again coolly. 

Contarino— -Psha! consideration and pru-< 
dence have nothing to do with a rebellion : 
despair and rashness in this case are better 
counsellors. The work once begnn^ the 
constitution of Venice once boldly over- 
tarned^ so that no one can tell who is 
master and who is subject, then considera- 
tion will be of service in, instructing us 
how far it may be necessary for our in- 
terest to push the confusion. — Come, 
friends! fill, fill, I say!-^! cannot help 
laughing when I reflect that, by giving 
this entertainment to-morrotr, the Doge 
himself kindly affords us an opportunity 
of executing our plans ! . 

Parozzi — As to Flodoardo, I look upon 
him already as in his grave; yet before, 



.^ 
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we go to-morrow to the Doge*s, it will 
be as well to have a conference with 
Abellino. 

Cohtarino— That care we will leave to 
you^ Parozzi^ and in the mean while here's 
the health of Abellino ! 

All— Abellino I 

Gonauiga — And success to our enter- 
prize to-morrow. 

« 

Memmo — FU drink that toast with all 
my heart. 

All — Success to to-morrow's enterprise! 

Parozzi — The wine tastes well, and 
every face looks . gay — - Pass eight-and- 
forty hours. • • • and shall we look as gaily } 
We separate smiling; shall we smile when 
two nights hence we meet again? — ^No 
matter! 



»• < . 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE DECISIVE DAY. 



The next morning every thibg i» Vofiice 
seemed as tranquil as if nothing more than 
odinary^a, oa the point rf takmg place ; 
and yet since her first foundation^ never had 
a more important day rose on the repubUc. 

The inhabitants of the ducai palace 
were in motion early. The impatient 
Andreas forsook tiie coudi on tphich he 
had passed a sleepless and anxious nighty 
i» soon as the first sunbeams penetrated 
tbnn^ the lattice of his dimmber. JEUh 
sabella had employed th^ boms of rest 
in. dreams of Flodoardo^ and ahe still 
seemed to be dreaming of faim^ even 
after sleep was fled. Camilla's love for 
her fair pupil had broken her repose; 
she loved Rosabella as had she been her 
daughter, and was aware that on this 
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interesting day depended the love- sick 
girFs whole future hapi>iness. For some 
time Rosabella was unusually gay; she 
sang to her harp the most lively airs^ and 
jested with Camilla for looking so serious 
and so uneasy : but when mid-day ap- 
proached, her spirits began to forsake her. 
She quitted her instrument, and paced the 
chamber with unsteady steps. With every 
duoceeding hoar her heart palpitated with 
greater pain and violence, and she trembled 
in expectation of the scene which was soon 
to take{>laoe. 

The most illustrious persons in Venice 
already filled her uncle's palace; the 
afternoon so much dreaded, and yet so 
much desiredy was come; and the Doge 
0OW desured Camilla to conduct his niece 
to the great saloon, where she was ex«- 
pected with impatience by all those who 
were of most consequence in the republic. 

j^fisabella sank on her knees before a 
statue of the Virgin. — "Blessed Lady!'' 
she exclaimed with lifted hands, "have 
mercy on me! Let all to-day end well!"— 
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Pale as death did she enter the diam- 
her, in whieh, on the day before, she had 
acknowledged her love for Flodoardo, 
and Flodoardo had sworn to risK his 
life to obtain her. — Flodoardo was not yet 
arrived. 

The assembly was brilliant, the conver- 
sation was gay. They talked over the 
politics of the day, and discussed the vari- 
ous occuiTences of Europe. The Cardinal 
and Contarino were engaged in a confer- 
ence with the Doge, while Menimo, Pa-^ 
rozzi, and Falieri stood silent together^ 
and revolved tHe project whose execution 
was to take place at midnight. 

The weather was dark and tempestnoos. 
The wind roared among the waters of the 
canal, and the vanes of the palace^towers 
creaked shrilly and discordantly. One 
storm of rain followed hard upon another. 

The clock struck four. The cheeks of 
l^osabella, if possible, became paler than 
before. Andreas whispered some* what to 
bis chamberlain. In a few minutes the 
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tread, of arined men seemed approaching 
the .door9 of the saloon, and soon after the 
clattering of weapons was heard. 

. , Instantly a sadden silence reigiied 
through, the whole assembly. The young 
courtiers brol^e off* their love-speeches 
abruptly, and the ladies stopped in their 
criticisms upon the last new fashions. 
The statesmen dropped their political dis- 
cussions, and gazed on each other in silence 
and anxiety. 

The Doge advanced slowly into the 
midst of the assembly. Every eye was 
fixed upon him. The hearts of the con- 
spirators beat painfully. 

— ^'^Be not surprised, my; friends,."^ 
said Andreas, ^' at these unusual precau- 
tions ; they relate to nothing which need 
interfere with the pleasures of this society. 
You have all heard but too much of the 
Bra\o Abellinp, the murderer of the pro- 
curator Conari, . and of my faithful coun- 
sellors Manfrone and Lomellino, and to 
whose dagger my illustrious guest the 

K 5 
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Prince i^fMonaldescfai has but lately fallen 
a victim. This miscreant, the object of 
aversion to every honest man in Venice, 
to whom nothing is sacred or venerable, 
and who has hitherto set at defiance the 
whole vengeance of the republic. . » . be- 
fore another hour expires, perhaps this 
out-cast of bell may sitaend before ycm m 
this very saloon." 



AH — ( astonished ) — Abellino i 
What ? the Bravo Abellino ? 

Gonzaga— *Of his own atcord ? 



Andreas — ^No ; not -of his own accord, 
in truth; but Flodoardo trf Florence 
has undertaken to render this important 
service to the republic, to seize Abellino, 
cost what it may, and conduct him hither 
at the risk of his life. 

A Senator — ^The engagement will be 
difficult to folfii ! I doubt much Flodc^- 
ardo's keeping his promise. ' 

Anotber-^But if he should perform it. 
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the obligtttioa which Flodoardo will lay 
upon the republic will not be trifling. 

A third — ^Nay, we 8hall be all his debtors, 
nor do I know how we can reward 
Flodoardo for so important a service. 

Andreas— -Be that my task. Flodoardo 
has demanded my niece in mamage; 
if he performs his promise, Rosabella 
shall be bis reward. 

All gazed on each other in silence, 
some with looks expressing the most 
liearf>*fek satisfaction, and others with 
glances of envy and surprise. 

Ealieri — (in a low voice) — Parozzi;^ how 
will this end? 



Memmo— ^As I live, the very idcH 
makes me shake as if I bad a fever! 

Parozsi-<^( smiling contemptuously )«-«^ 
It's very likely tl^t Abellino should suffer 
himself to be cau^t 1 
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Coiitariao — Pi'aiy inform me, Signors, 
have aqy of you ever met this Abellino 
face to face? 

Several uoblemeu at once— Not I ! 
n^ver! 

A Senator — He in a kind of spectre, 
who otily a|)pears now and then, when be 
is least expected and desired* 

Rosabella-^— I- saw him once! — Never 
agaiil shall I forget the monster ! 

Andreas — And my interview with him * 
is too well kQo\<^n to make it needful for 
nie to relate it. 

Memmo — I have heard a thousand 
stories about this miscreant, the one more 
wonderfnl than the other; and for my 
own part, I verily believe that, he is Satan 
himself in a human form. I must say, 
that I think it would be wiser not to let 
him be brought in among us, for he is 
capable of strangling us all as ,we stand 
here, one after another, without mercy ! 
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— " Gracious heaven ! *' screamed several 
of the ladies ;. ^.^you don*t say so? What! 
strangle ns in this very chamber ? '* 

Contarino — The principal point is, 
whether Flodoardo will get the better of 
hintf or he of Flodoardo: now I wonld 
lay a heavy wager, that the Florentine 
will return withoat having finished the 
business. 

A Senator— -And / would engage^ on 
the contrary^ that there is but one man 
in Venice who is capable of seizing Abel- 
lino, and that that man is Flodoardo of 
Florence. The moment that I became 
acquainted with him, I prophesied that one 
day or other he would play a brilliant 
part in the annals of history. ^ 

Another Senator — I think with you, 
Signor ; never was I so moch struck with 
a man at first sight as I was with Flodoardo. 

Contarino**— A thousand sequins on 
Abellino's not being taken. . . . unless 
death should have taken him first. 
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The First Sensltar^'^nA thoasasd sequins 
OQ Flodjaardo seizing him. ... 

Andreas — And delivering him np to me, 
either alive or dead. 

CoQtariQO''— lUortrioiis Signcnrs, you are 
wilmeftses of the wager-~My Lord VitaUba, 
there is my hand on- it *-^ A thcmsand 
seqnins ! 

The Senatoi*— Done ! 

Contarkio^--*( milling)-^ Many thanks 
for your gold, Sigoor: I look on it as 
ak*eady in my pane. Flodoardo is . a 
ctever gentleman, no doubt ; yet I wavid 
advise him to take goad caoe of himself 
for he will find that Abellioo Vnows a 
trick or two, or I am much mistaken. 

GMMga — ^May I request yoinr highness 
to inform me, whether Flodoardo is 
attended by the sbirri ? 

Andreas^^No^ he is alone; near fear- 
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and-twenty hoars have elapsed since he 
set out ill pursuit of the Bravo. 

Gonzaga — (to Contarino^ with a smile 
of triamph) — I wish you joy of your 
thousand sequins^ Signor» 

Contarino — (bowing respectfully) — 
Since your Excelleoey prc^hesies it, I can 
no longer doubt my soccess. 

Memmo— *-I begin to recover myself! 
Wdl ! well ! Let us see the end. 

» 

llinBe-aQd*tii!«aty hours bad diftpsed 
since Flodoardo had entei*ed into his r aab 
engagemeol:; the £bnr«-and»tivientietfa nqw 
hastened to its completion ; and yet 
Flodoardo came aot I 
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CHAPTER V. •^ 

THE CLOCK STRIKES FIVE! 

The Doge became xmeasy. The senator 
Vitulba began to tremble for his iJionsand 
seqnins, and the conspirators^ could not 
restrain their spitefnl laughter^ when Con- j 

tarino gravely declared that he would 
gladly lose not one thoosand sequins^ bat 
twenty, if the loss of bis wager through 
Abellino'if being captured might but secure 
the general safety of the republic^ 

— " Hark!** cried Rosabella, *^the clock 
strikes five ! '' — 

All listened to the chimes in the tower 
of St, Mark's church, and trembled as they 
counted the strokes* . Had not Camilla 
supported her, Rosabella would have sank 
upon the ground. The destined hour was 
past, and still Flodoardo come not ! ' 



TBK BRAVO OF VBNICB. 209 

The venerable Andreas felt a sincere 
affection for the Florentine : he shuddered 
as he dwelt upon the probability that 
Abelli no's dagger had prevailed. 

Rosabella advanced towards her nncle 
as would she have spoken to him; but 
anxiety fettered her tongue^ and tears 
forced themselves into her eyes. She 
atrn^Ied for awhile to conceal her emo- 
tions, but the etfort was too much for 
her. She threw herself on a sofa, wrung 
h^ hands^ and prayed to the God of 
Mercy for help and comJFort. 

The rest of the company either formed 
groups of whisperers, or strolled up and 
down the apartment in evident uneasiness. 
They would willingly have appeared gay 
and unconcerned, bnt they found it im- 
possible to assume even an affection of 
gaiety — And thus elapsed another hour 
and still Flodoardo came not. 

At that moment the evening sun broke 
through the clouds, and a ray of its setting 
glory was thrown full upon the eouhte- 
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nance of Rosabella— She started from the 
sofa, extended her arms towards the 
radiant orb, and exclaimed^ while a smtte 
of hope played ronnd her lips-~*^God 
is merciful! Grod will have mercy too 
on meT^ 

Contarino— Was it at five o'clock that 
Flodoardo ei^ged to prodade AbelUno? 
It is now a full honr beyond his time. 

The senator Vitalba — Let him only 
produce him at last^ and he may be a 
month beyond his timjs if be i^oose. 

Aodreas-~Hark!— Nb!-^Silance! Si- 
lence ! Surely I hear footsteps aj^rcaoh-. 
ing the saloon ! 

. The words were scarcely spoken wben 
the folding 4oQrs were thrown opra, and 
Flodoardo rushed into the rocan^ enveloped 
in his mantle. His hair streamed on the 
air in wild disorder; a deep shade was 
thrown over bis face by the drooping 
pbimes pf his barrette^ from which the 
rain was flowing; extreme melancboly 
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was impressed ou fA\ iiis. features ; and 
he threw gloomy looks aronod bimi as 
he bowed his head in salutation of the 
assembly. 

Eve^jr one crowded round him ; every 
mouth was unclosed to question bim ; 
every eye was fixed on his face^ as if eager 
to anticipate his answers. 

— "Holy Virgin !" exclaimed Memmo, 
** I am afraid that ,,. "— 

'*-«^^Be ^il^nt, Sigoor!'' interrupted 
Contarino sternly; ^^tb^re jis nothing to 
be afraid of.**— 

— ** Illustrious Venetians ! ** it was thxm 
that Flodoardo at length broke silence^ 
and he spoke with the commAodiag tone 
of a hero ; ^M conclude that his Highness 
has already made known to yoo the object 
of yoar being thus assembled. I coine to 
pat ao end to yonr anxiety ; but first, noble 
Andreas, I must once more ceceive the 
assurance that Rosabella of Corfu shall 
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become my bride^ provided I deliver into 
yonr power the Bravo Abellino. 

Andreas — (examining his conntenance 
vrith extreme anxiety) — ^Flodoardo. . . . 
have you sacceeded? Is Abellino yonr 
prisoner ? 

Flodoardo-— If Abellino is my prisoner 
shall Rosabella be my bride? 

Andreas — ^firing me Abellino^ alive or 
dead, and she is yonrs*-^I swear it beyond 
the power of retracting, and swear also 
that her dowry shall be royal ! 



Flodoardo— Illustrious Venetians, ye 
have heard the Doge's oath ? 

All— *We are your witnesses. 

Flodoardo— '(advancing a few paces with 
a bold air, and speaking in a firm voice)— 
Well then ! Abellino is in my power. . . . 
iBinyours! 

All — (in confasicD, and a kind of uproar) 



\ 
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— In oars? — ^Merciful heaven! — ^Where is 
he? — Abellino? 

Andreas — Is he dead or living? 

§ 

Flodoardo — He still lives. 

Gonzaga — (hastily) — He lives ? 

Flodoardo — (bowing to the Cardinal 
respectfully) — He still lives, Signor ! 

Rpsabella — (pressing Camilla to her 
bosom) Didst thoa hear that, Camilla ? 
Didst thon hear it? — ^The villain still 
lives ! Not one drop of blood has stained 
the innocent hand of Flodoardo. 

The senator Vitalba — Signor Contarino, 
I have won a thousand sequins of you« 

Contarino— -iSo it should seem, Signor! 

Andreas — My son, you have bound the 
republic to you for ever, and I rejoice that 
it is to Flodoardo that she is indebted for 
a service so essential. 
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Vifalba — And permit me noble Flo- 
rentine, to thank you for this heroic act 
in the name of the senate of Venice — 
Oar first care shall be to seek ont a reward 
proportioned to yonr merits. 

Flodoardo — (extending his arms towards 
Rosabellay with a melancholy air) — 
There stands the only reward for which 
I wish, ^ 

Andreas — (joyfully) — And that reward 
is your own — But where have you left 
the blood-hound? Conduct him hither, 
my son, and let tne look on him once 
more— When last I saw him, he had the 
insolence to tell me — **" Doge, I am your 
equal ; this narrow chamber now holds 
the two greatest men in Venice."— Now 
then let me see how this other great man 
looks in captivity. 

Two or three Senators — ^Where is he ? 
Bring him hither I 

Several of the ladies screamed at hejar- 
ing this proposal — " For heaven's sake!" 
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cried they, •' keep the monster away from 
us ! I shall be frightened out of my senses 
if he comes here ! '* — 

" Noble Ladies ! " said Flodoardo with 
a smile, e:ltpressing rather sorrow than joy, 
« you bare nothing to apprehend, AbelHno 
shall do yon no harm ; but he needs must 
come hither, to claim *^ The Bravo^s 
Brider^^AwA he pointed to Rosabella. 

— *^ Oh! my best friend !" she answered, 
^' how shall I express my thanks to you 
for having thus put an end to my terrors ! 
I shall now tremble no more at hearing 
Abellino named ; Rosabella shall now be 
called ^ the Bravo*s Bride* no longer !" — 

Falieri— Is Abellino already in this 
palace? 

Flodoardo-— He is. 

Vitalba— Then why da you not produce 
him ?— Why do you trifle so long with our 
impatience? 
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Flodoardo — Be patient! It's now time 
that the play should begin.— ^Be seated^ 
noble Andreas! Let all the rest arrange 
themselves behind the Doge ! — Abellinds 
coming! 

At that word, both old and young, both 
male and female, with the rapidity of 
lightening, flew to take shelter behind 
Andreas. Every heart beat anxiously; 
t)ut as to the conspirators, while expect- 
ing Abellino's appearance, they suffered 
the torments of the damned. 

Grave and tranquil sat the Doge in his 
chair, like a jndge appointed to pass 
sentence on this King of the Banditti. 
The spectators stood around in various 
groupes, all hushed and solemn as were 
they waiting to receive their final judg- 
ment. The lovely Rosabella, with all 
the security of angels, whose innocence 
have nothing to fear, reclined her head 
on Camilla's shoulder, and gazed on her 
heroic lover with looks of adoration. 
The conspirators with pallid cheeks and 
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staring eyes filled up the back-ground ; 
and a dead and awful silence prevailed 
thrmigh the assembly, scarcely inteniipted 
by a single breath ! 

— ^* And now. then/* said Flodoardo, 
*' prepare yourselves, for this terrible 
Abellino shall immediately appear before 
you! Do not tremble ; he shall do no one 
harm.** — 

With these words he turned away from 
the comj>any, and advanced towards the 
folding doors ; he paused for a few mo- 
ments, and concealed his face in his cloke. 

— " Abellino I" cried he at length, rais- 
ing his head, and extending his arm 
towards the door. — At that name all who 
heard it shuddered involuntarily, and 
Rosabella advanced unconsciously a few 
steps towards her lover. She trembled 
at the Bravo's approach, yet trembled 
more for Flodoardo than herself. 

— ^^^^ Abellino!" the Florentine repeated 
in a loud and angry tone, threw from 

L 
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him his mantle and barrette, and bad al- 
ready laid his hand on the lock of the 
door to open it, when Rosabella nttered 
a cry of terror!** — . 

i 

J 

— ^^'Stay, Flodoardo !** she cried, msh- 
ing towards him, and. . . Ha ! Flodoardo 
was gone, and there, in his place stood 
Abellino, and shouted ont— *^Ho! ho!'*— ^ 
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CHAPTER VL 



APPARITIONS. 



Instantly a loud cry of terror resonilded 
through the apartment. Rosabella sank 
fainting at the Bravo's feet; ^tlie conspi- 
rators were alihost suffocated* with rage, 
teiTor, and astonishment ; tl^ ladies made 
signs of the cross, and began in all haste 
to repeat their patepiosters ; the senators 
stood rooted to theit places like so many 
statues, and the £)oge doubted the infor- 
mation of his ears and eyes. 

Ctrim and terrible stood the Bravo 
before them, in all the ponrp of his 
strange and awful ugliness; with his 
Bravo*s habit, 'his girdle filled with pistols 
and pdighards, his distorted yeJilbw coun« 
tenance, his black and bushy eye-brows, 
his lips convulsed, his right eye covered 

l2 
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by a large patchy and bis left half buried 
among the wrinkles of flesh which swelled 
around it. He gazed around him for a 
few moments in silence^ and then ap- 
proached the stnpified Andreas. 

— " Ho ! ho!'' he roared in a voice like 
thunder, " you wish to see the bravo Abel- 
lino? — Doge of Venice, here he stands^ 
and is come to claim his bride ! '* 

* 

Andreas gazed with looks of horror 
on this model for demons, and at length 
stammered out with difficulty — " It can- 
not be real ! I must surely be the sport 
of some terrible dream ! *' — 

— "Without there! Guards!" exclaimed 
tht Cardinal Gonzaga, and would have 
hastened to the folding doors ; when Abel- 
lino put his back against them, snatched a 
pistol from his girdle^ and pointed it at 
the Cardinal's bosom. 

— " The first," cried he, " who calls 
for the guard, or advances ' one step from 
the place on which he stands, expires 
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that moment. — Fools ! Do ye think I 
would have delivered myself up, and 
desired that guards might beset these 
doors, had I feared their swords, or in- 
tended to escape from your power ? — ^No ! 
I am content to be your prisoner, but 
not through compulsion! I am content 
to be your prisoner, and it was with that 
intent that I came hither. No mortal 
should have the glory of seizing Abellino ; 
if justice required him to be delivered 
np, it was necessary that he should be 
delivered up by himself! — Or do ye take 
Abellino for an ordinary ruffian, who 
passes his time in skulking from the 
sbirri, and who murders for the sake of 
despicable plunder ? No, by heaven, no ! 
Abellino was iio such common villain ! — 
It*s true I was a Bravo ; but the motives 
which induced me to become one were 
great and striking ! '* 

Andreas — (clasping his hands toge- 
ther) — Almighty God! can all this be 
possible ! 

An awful silence again reigned through 
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the saloon. All trembled whUe they Ti$t- 
. ened to the voice of the terribil^ aEssasam^ 
who strode through the cliamber |)rou<l 
and majestic as the monarch of the in- 
fernal world. 

; Rosabella opeiled her eyes; their first 
look fell upon the Bravo. 

— «0b! God of mercy!;' she ex- 
claime^> " he is still ther^!'^ — ^Methought 
too that Flodoardd. . . . No^ do,)^ it could 
not be I I was deceived by-Witclicl^ft!"— - 

Abellino advanced towarda^ h&, and 
attempted to raise h6r. She shrunk froW: 
bis touch with horror. 

•_^< Noj Rosabella/' said the Bravo in 
an altered voice, "what yoti saf# . w^s tip 
illusion Your favoured Flodoardo is ito 
other than Abellino, the Bravo.'* — 



'^ It is false ! " intefruptiNi Rosabella, 
starting from the ground in despair, and 
throwing herself for refuge on Camilla's 
bosom ». ^^ Monster, thou canst not he 
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Flpdoardo! «Qch a fietid citn never have 
been dudb a seraph ! — ^Flodoardo's actions 
were good and gjprions a^ a demi-god*s ! 
'twas of him that I learned to love good 
and glorions actions, aod 'twas he who 
encouraged me to attempt them myself! 
his heart was^pure from all mean passions^ 
and capable, df conceiving all gresU de- 
sig9^ !. N^ver did he s^cruple in the cause 
of irirtue to enduje fatigue and pain • 
and to dry up the,t^ar3 of suffering inno- 
cenc^e.; . . • that was Flodoardo's proudest 

triiunph ! — ^Flodoardo and thou ! 

Wretch^ whom many a bleeding ghoat. 
has long since accused before the throne 
of Heaven^ dare not thou to profane the 
name of Flodoardo/' 

Ahellino— (proud and eaniest) Rosa- 
bella wilt thou forsake me? Wilt thou, 
retract thy promise? Look, Rosabella^ 
and be convinced : I, the Bravo, and thy 
Flodoardo are the same ! — 

He said, removed the patch from his 

L ^y^9 ^"^ passed a handkerchief over his 

face onqe or twice; in an instant his com- 
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plexion was altered, his bushy eye-browff 
and straight black hair disappeared, his 
features were replaced in their natural 
symmetry, and \6 ! the handsome Floren- 
tine st6od before the whole assembly, dres- 
sed in.the habit of the Bravo Abellino. 

Abellino — Mark me, Rosabella ! Seven 
times 6ver, and seven times again, will I 
change my appearance, even before your 
eyes, and that so artfully, that study me 
as you will, the transformation shall srtill 
deceive you — But change as I may, of one 
thing be assured ; / am the man whom 
you loved as Flodoardo.** 

• • -- 

*. .-•* *•-, .. 

The Doge gazed and listened without be- 
ing able to recover from his confusion ; but 
every now and then the words — " Dread- 
ful ! dreadful!" escaped from his ^ips, 
and be wrung his hands in agony.^ Abel- 
lino a{^i*oached Rosabella, and said iti the 
tone of supplication — ^^Rosabella, wilt thou 
break thy promise ? Am I no longer 

dear to thee ? *' — 

, « . , 

Rosabella was unable to answer ; she 
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stood like one changed to a statue^ and 
fixed her motionless eyes on the Bravo. 

Abellino took her cold hand, and press- 
ed it to his lips. 

— " Rosabella,^ said he, " art thou 
still mine?" 

Rosabella — Flodoardo. ... Oh ! that I 
had never loved. • . . had never seen thee ! 

Abellino — Rosabella, wilt thou still be 
the bride of Flodoardo ? — wilt thou . be 
" the Bravo's bride?" 

Love struggled with abhorrence in 
Rosabella's bosom^ and painfiil was the 
contest. 

Abellino— ^Hear me, beloved onel It 
wa3 for thee that I have discovered my- 
self. . . . that I have delivered myself into 
the hands of justice ! For thee. . . . Oh ! 
what would I not do for thee! — Rosa- 
bella, I wait but to hear one syllable from 
your lips! speak but a decisive "yes I" 

l5 
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or "no!" and all is ended? — RosabeTla^^ 
dost thoa love me still? 

And still 'she answered not > but she 
threw upon him a look innocent aiid tender 
as ever beamed from the eye of an angel, 
and that look betrayed bfat'tod plainly 
that the miscreant was still master of her 
heart. She turned from him hastily, 
threw herself into Caniilla^s arms, and 
exclaimed — " (Jod forgive you, man, for 
torturitig me so cruelly !*' — 

The Doge bad by this time recovered 
from his stupor: he started from his 
chair ; threats flashed from his eyes, and 
his lip trembled with passion — 'He rnshed 
towards Abellino ; but the senators threw 
. themselves jn his passage, and held him 
back by force. In the mean while the 
Bravo advanced towards bi'm with the 
most insolent composure, afid requested 
kim to calm his agitation. 

*^ Doge of Venice/' said he, ^* will you 
keep your p4*omise ? That yott ^ave it to 
me, these nable lords and ladies can 
testify!'*— 



Andreas— 'Monster ! miscreant J*^Ob [ 
how artfuiljr has his- plan been laid to 
ensnare roe!— Teil me, Venetians j to 
such a creditor am I obliged to dischairge 
my fearfpl debt? — ^ Long has he been 
playing a 8eceitful bloody part; the bravest 
of our dtizens have fallen beneath his 
dagger^ and it was the price of their blood 
which has enabled him to act the nobleman 
in Venice. Then comes he to me in dis- 
guise of a man of honour, seduces the 
heart of iny unfortunate Rosabella, obtains 
my promise by an artful trick, and now 
claims the maiden for his bride, in the 
hope that the husband of the Doge's niece 
will easily obtain an absolution for his 
crimes. Tell me, Venetians, ought I "to 
keep my word with this miscreant? 

* * 

All the Senators — No I no 1 by no means I 

Abellino — (with solemnity) — if you 
have once pledged your word, you ought 
to keep lit, though given to the Prince of 
Darkness. Oh ! fye, fye I Abellino, how 
shamefv^y hast thbu been deceived. in thy 
reckoning !r-^I thought I bad. to do wilb 
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men of hooour ! Oh! how grossly have I 
been mistaken ! — (In a terrible- voice) 
Once again j and for the last time^ I ask 
you. Doge of Venice, wilt thou break thy 
princely ward ?'* — 

Andreas — ( in the tone of authority ) — 
Give up your arms. 

Abellino-^ And you will.v really with- 
hold from me my just reward ? — Shall it 
be in vain that I delivered Abellino into 
your power ? 

Andreas — It was to the brave Flodoardo 
that I promised Rosabella; I nevet* entered 
into any engagement with the murderer 
Abellino — Let Flodoardo claim my niece, 
and she is his ; but Abellino can have no 
claim to her. Again I say lay down 
your arn^. 

Abellino — (laughing wildly)— The mur- 
da-er Abellino, say you } Ho ! ho ! Be 
it your care to keep your own promises^ 
and trouble not yourself about my mur- 
ders — ^they are mi/ affair, and I warrant I 
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shall find a word or two' to say in defence 
of them when the judgment-day amves. 

Gonzaga — (to the Doge) — What dread- 
ful blasphemy ! 

Abellino-^Oh ! good Lord Cardinal^ 
intercede in m^y behalf — ^You know me 
well ; I have always acted by you like a 
man of honour, that at least you cannot 
deny! — Say a word in. my favour then, 
good Lord Cardinal ! 

Gonz;Cga — (angrily, and with imperious 
dignity) — Address not thyself to me, 
miscreant ! What canst' thou and I have 
to do together? —Venerable Andreas, 
delay no longer ; let the guards be called 
in! 

Abellino — ^What? Is there then no hope 
for mer-^Does no one feel compassion for 
the wretclied Abellino? — What? wo 6ne! 
'^— (a pause)^— All are silent ?-=-a///^ — ^*Tis 
enough I Then my fate is decided— Call 
in your guards ! 



\ 



• 
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Rosabeila~-(vrith a scjfeam of agony, 
springing forward^ and falling at the Doge's 
feet) — Mercy! mercy! — Pardon him. . . . 
pardon Ahellino I 

AbelUno — (in rapture) — Say'st thou so? 
— Ho! ho! then an angel prays for 
Ahellino in his last nSbmentd ! 

Rosabella — (clasping the Doge^s knees) 

— Hskve mercy, on him, my friend ! my 

father ! — He is a sinner. . . . but leave him 

to the justice of Heaven ! — He is a sinner 

; . • but oh ! Rosabella loves him still. 

Andreas-^— (poshing her away with in- 
dignation) — ^Away, miworthy girl; yon 
rave ! 

Ahellino folded his arms, gazed with 
eagerness oti what was passing, and tears 
gushed int<^ his brilliant eyes. Rosabella 
caught the Doge's banc), as he turned ta 
leave her, kissed it twice, and said-i— ** If 
you have no mercy on Am, then have 
none on me! The sentence which yon 
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pass on Abellino will be niine; '^tis ibi- 
my own life that I plead as well as AbeU 
liuo*s; Father! clear father! reject not 
my suit, bnt spare him ! " 

Andiieas — (in an ' angry and decided 
tone) — Abellino dies ! ■ 

Abellino-^And can yoo look on with 
dry eyes* while that iwnocertt dove bleeds 
at yonr feet? Go, barbarian; you never 
loved Rosabella as dhe deserved :' n6w is 
she yours no longer! Shle is mine^ she is 
Abellino's !— r : ' 

» *■ * . 

He raised her from the ground, and 
pressed her pale lips against his own. 

. •— *"'^ Rosabella^ thota art mine; death 
atone parts us ^ tfiou lov'st me. as 1 
would be loved ; I am blest whatever 
may happen, and can now set fortune at 
defiance— To bus-iness then l" — 

> . . . 
He replaced Rosabella, who was almost 
fainting, on the bosoin of Camilla, thei> 
advanced into th^ middle c^ the chamber,. 
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and addressed the assembly with an no* 
daunted air: 

* • * • 

— " Venetians, you are deterifiined to 
deliver me up to the axe of justice! there 
is for me no hope of mercy ! 'Tis well ! 
act as you please; but ere you sit in 
judgment over me, Signors, I shall take 
the liberty of passing sentence upon some 
few of you ! Now mark me ! you see in 
me the murderer of Conari ! the murderer 
of Paolo Manfrone! the murderer of 
Lomellino! I deny it not! But would 
you knpw the illustrious persons who paid 
me for the use of my dagger?. . . . '* — 



With these words he put a whistle to 
his lips, sounded it, and instantly the 
doors flew open, the guards rushed in, 
and ere th^y had time to recollect them- 
selves, the chief conspirators were in 
custody^ and disarmed. 

— ^^' Guard them well!** said Abellino 
in a terrible voice to the sentinels ; " you 
have your orders!*— Noble Venetians, 
look on these villains ; it is to them that 
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you are indebted for the loss of your 
three noblest citizens ! I accuse of those 
murders^ one, two, three, four • . • • and 
niy good Lord Cardinal there has the 
honour to be the fifth.**^ — 

Motionless and bewildered atood the 
accused ; tale*telling confusion ' 8[K>ke in 
every feature that the charge was' true, 
and no one was bold enough to contradict 
AbelBuo. 

-r-'* What can all this mean ?" asked the 
senators of each other, in the utmost sur- 
prise and confusion. 

♦ — " This is all a shameful artifice,** the 
Cardinal at length contrived to say : *^ thfe 
villain, perceiying that he has no chance 
of escaping punishment, is willing, out 
of mere' resentment, to involve us in his 
destruction." 

Contarino — (recovering himself) — In 
the wickedness of his life he has surpassed 
all former miscreants^ and now he is try- 
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ing to surpass them in the Wick^ness of 

his deatib. 

. . .. 

Abellitto— (with majesty) — Be silent ! 
— ;I know your whole plot, have seen 
your list of proscriptions, am well informed 
of your wh(de airangement, and at the 
momait that I. speak to yoii^^ the -.officers 
of justice are employed, hy m]f!;ord^rs, in 
seizing the gentlemen with the white ^riV 
bons round their arms, who this very night 
intended to overturn Venice — Be silent 
fot defence were vain. 

Andreas — (in astonishment)— ^Abdlino, 
what is the meaning of all this ? — 

... . ■ -a 

Abellino — ^Neither more nor less than 
that Abellino has discovered and defeated 
a conspiracy against the constitutioti of 
Venice, and the life of its Doge! The 
Bravo, in return for your kind intention 
of sending him to destruction in a few 
hours, has pVesefved you from it. 

Vitalba — ^^(to the accused) — Noble Ve- 



I - 
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netian^^ you are silent uiider this heaity 
charge ? ^ 

t ■ 
Aheilioo — ^They are witfe; for i*> de- 
fence con)d now avail thein» Their troops 
are already di^arm^d^ and . lodged . in sepa* 
rate dungeons of th^ dtat^-pnson; visit 
them there, and you will learn more. 
You now understand probably that I. did 
not order the doom of this saloon te be 
guarded for the purpose pf ^eizitag the^ 
tenible Bravo Abelliqo^ liut of* taking 
those; heroes into secure custody. 

And now, Venetiana^ compare together 
^our conduct. and mime. At the hazards 
of my life have I presecved the state 
from ruin; disguised as ^Bravoy Idan^ 
to enter the assembly of- those ofutbteds* 
villains, whose daggers laid Vemce waste;* 
I have endured for your sakes storm, and 
rain, and frost, and heat ; I have watiAiedl 
^ for your safety while ye were sleeping; 
Venice owes to my care her comiitutioni 
and your lives ; ai^d yet are my servicte 
deserving of no reward ?— All this have 
I done for Rosabella of Corftr, and yeft 
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will yon with-hold from me my promised 
bride? I have saved you from death, 
have saved the honour of your wives from 
the poUutor s kiss^ and the throats of your 
innocent children from the knife of the 
assassin ...Men! men! and yet will you 
send me to the scaffold ? 

Look on this list ! See how many 
among you would have bled this nighty had 
it not been for Abellino^ and see where 
the miscreants stand by whom you would 
have bled ^^ — Read you not in ie very feature, 
that they are already condemned by hea- 
ven aqd: their own concience? Does a 
single mouth unclose itself in exculpation? 
Does a single movement of the head give 
the lie to my charge ? Yet the truth of 
what I have advanced shall be made still 
more evident.** 

He turned himself to the conspirators: 

— " Mark me ! " said he, " the first 
among you who acknowledges -the truth, 
shall receive a free pardon. I swear it, 
/, the Bravo Abellino ! " — 
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The conspirators remained silent — sud- 
denly Memmo started forward, and threw 
himself trembling at the Doge's feet. 



" — Venetians !** he exclaimed, ^^Abellino 
has told you true!" — 



— "'Tis false! 'tis false!'* exclaimed 
the accused altogether. 

— *' Silence ! " cried Abeliino in a voice 
of thunder, while the indignation which 
flamed in every feature struck terror into 
his hearers : "silence, I say, and hear me — 
or rather hear the ghosts of your victims ! — 
Appear ! appear !" cried this dreadful man, 
in a tone still louder, " 'tis time !" — 

Again he sounded his whistle ; the fold- 
ing doors were thrown open, and there 
stood the Doge's so much lamented friends 
Conari, Lomellino, and Manfrone ! 

— "We are betrayed !" shouted Con- 
tarino, drew out a concealed dagger, and 
plunged it in his bosom up to the very hilt. 
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I 

And now what a scene of rapture follow- 
ed. Tears streamed, down the silver 
beard of Andreas^ as he mshed into the 
arms qf his long-lost companions : tears 
bedewed the cheeks of the venerable 
triumvirate, as they once more clasped the 
knees of their pHnce, their friend, their 
brother! These excellent men, these 
heroes, never had Andreas hoped to meet 
them again ^ till they should meet in 
Heaven ; and Andreas blest Heaven for 
permitting him to meet them once more 
on earth. Those four men, who had 
valued each other in the first dawn of 
youths who had fought by each others 
sides in manhood^ were now assembled in 
age, zxiA valued each other more than 
ever! — The spectators gazed with universal 
interest on the scene before them, and the 
good old senators mingled tears of joy 
with those shed by the reunited companions. 
In the happy delirium of this moment 
nothing but Andreas and his friends was 
attended to : no one was aware that the 
conspirators and the self-murderer Conta- 
rino were removed by the guards from the 
saloon: no one but Camilla observed 
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Rosabella; wba ibi^w herself sobbing on 
the bosom of the handsome Bravo, and 
repeated a tbonsc^nd times— ^^ AbelHao 
then is not a murderer !"— ^ 



. t i 



At length they began to recollect them- 
selves — they iobked ro^d them — and the 
first -wordd which broke from every lip 
were — " Hail, saviour of Venice ! " — The 
roolFrung * with the naide of Abellino, and 
unnumbered blessing, accompanied thQ 
name. 

That very Abellino, who not an hour 
before had been doomed to the scalbld 
by the whole assembly, now stood calm 
and dignified as a god before the adoring 
spectators; and now> he viewed with 
complacency^ the men whose lives \ie had 
saved, and now his eye dwelt with rapture 
on the woman whose love was the reward 
of all his dangers. 

^^ Abellino ! '' said Andreas, advancing 
to the Bravo, and extending his hand to-v 
wards : him. 
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• ** I am not AbcUino," replied be, 
smiling, while he pressed the Doge's hand 
respectfully to his lips, " neither am I 
Flodoardo of Florence. I am by birth a 
Neapolitan, and by name Rosalvo ; the 
death of my inveterate enemy the Prince 
of Monaldeschi makes it no longer ne- 
cessary to conceal who I really am." 

— ** Monaldeschi ? " repeated Andreas 
with a look of anxiety. 

— "Fear not'** continued Rosalvo; 
" Monaldeschi, it's true, fell by my hand, 
but fell in honourable combat. The blood 
which stained his sword, flowed from my 
veins, and in his last moments conscience 
asserted her empire in his bosom. He 
died not till he. had written in his tablets 
the most positive declaration of my inno- 
cence as to the crimes with which his 
hatred had contrived to blacken me; and 
he also instructed me by what means V 
might obtain at Naples the restoration of 
ray forfeited estates and the re-establish- 
ment of my injured honour. Those means 
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ihave been already efiicacions, and .-all 
Naples is by this time informed of the 
arts by which Moqaldeschi procured my 
banishment^ and of the many plots which 
he laid for my destruction ; plots^ which 
made it necessary for me to drop my own 
character^ and never to appear but in dis- 
guise. After various wanderings, chance 
led me to Venice; my appearance was so 
much altered, that I dreaded not 'disco- 
very, but 1 dreaded (and with reason) 
perishing in your streets with hunger. In 
this* situation accident brought me ac- 
quainted with the banditti^ by whom 
Venice was then infested; I willingly 
united myself to their society, partly with 
a view of purifying the republic from the 
presence of these wretches, and partly in 
the hope of discovering through them 
the more illustrious villains, by whom 
their daggers were employed, I was suc- 
cessful — I delivered the banditti up to 
justice, and stabbed their captain in Rosa- 
bella's sight. I was now the only Bravo 
in Venice; every scoundrel was obliged 
to have recourse to me : I discovered the 
pbns of the conspirators, and now you 

M 
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know them also. I ^oand ih^t the deaths 
of the Doge's three friends had been 
determined on ; and in order to obtain fnll 
confidence with the confederates, it was 
necessary to persuade them that these 
men had fallen beneath my dagger. No 
sooner had my plan been/Tormed than I 
imparted it to Lomellino ; he and he only 
was my confidant in this business. He 
presented me to the Doge as the son of 
a deceased friend : he assisted me with 
his advice; he furnished me with keys 
to those doors to the public gardens, which 
none were permitted to pass throiigh, ex- 
cept Andreas and his particular friends, 
and which frequently enabled me to elude 
pursuit; he shewed me several private 
passages in the palace, by which I could 
penetrate unobserved even into the Doge's 
very bed-chamber. When the time for 
his disappearance arrived, he not only rea-t 
dily consented to lie concealed in a retreat 
known only to ourselves, but was also 
the means of induciug Manfrone and 
Conari tp join him in his retirement, till 
the fortunate issue of this day's adventure 
permitted me to set them once more at 
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liberty. The banditti exist no longer; 
the conspirators are in chains ; my plans 
are accomplished ; and now Venetians, it 
you still think him deserving of it, here 
stands the Bravo Abellino^ and yoti may 
lead him to the scaffold when yon will !'* 

— " To the scaffold ?" exclaimed at once 
the Doge, the senators, and the whole 
crowd of nobility; and every one burst 
into enthusiastic praises of the dauntless 
Neapolitan. 

— " Oh! Abellino," exclaimed Andreas, 
while he wiped away a tear ; ** I would 
gladly give my ducal bonnet to be such 
a Bravo as tjiou hast been ! — ^Doge,' didst 
thou once say to me, * thou and I are the 
two greatest men in Venice' — ^but oh! 
how much greater is the Bravo than the 
Doge! — Rosabella is that jewel, than 
which I have nothing in the world more 
precious ; Rosabella is dearer to me than 
an emperor's crown ; Rosabella is thine.— 

— ** Abellino !" said Rosabella, and 

m2 
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extended her hatid ta the handsetiiie 
Bravo. 

— "Triomph!*' cried he, ^^ Rosabella 
is the Bravo's Bride ! *'-*^and he clasped 
the blushing maid to his bosom. 



. * 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



CONCLUSION. 



And now it woald' be iK>t at all ^mi$a to 
make Count Rosalva sjt 4own quietly 
between the good old Doge, and hi& lovely 
niece; and then caase ,him to relate the 
motive of Monaldeschi'^ hatred^ in what 
manner he lost Valeria, what crimes were 
imputed to him, and how he escaped froAi 
the assassins sent in pursnit of him by his 
enemy; how he had long wandered from 
place 'to place, and how he had at length 
learned, during his abode in Bohemia with 
^ g^i^g of gip^^^s, such means of disguising 
his features, as enabled him to di^fy the 
keenest penetration to discover in the 
beggar Abellino the oiice admired Count 
Rosalvo I bow in this ' disguise he . had 
returned to Italy ; and how ^ Lomellino, 
. having^ ascertained that he was u^iversally^ 



' 
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believecl at Naples to have long since 
perished by shipwreck^ and therefore that 
neither the officers of the inquisition nor 
the assassins of his enemy were likely to 
trouble themselves any more about him, 
he had ventured to resume with some 
slight alterations his own appearance at 
Venice; how the arrival of Monaldeschi 
had obliged him to conceal himself till an 
opportunity offered of presenting himself 
to the Prince when unattended, and of 
demanding satisfaction - for his injuries ; 
how he had been himself wounded in se- 
veral places by his antagonist, though the 
combat finally terminated in his favour; 
how he had resolved to make use of Mo- 
naldeschi's death to terrify Andreas still 
further, and of Parozzi*s conspiracy to 
obtain . Rosabella's hand of the Doge ; 
how he had trembled lest the heart of 
his mistress should have been only cap- 
tivated by the romantic appearance of 
the adventurer Flodoardo, and have re- 
jected him when known to be the Bravo 
Abellino; how he had resolved to make 

r 

use of the terror inspired by the ' assassin 
to put her love to the severest trial ; and 
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how^ had she failed in that trial, he had 
determined to renounce the inconstant 
maid for ever; with many other hows^ 
whys, and wherefores^ which not being 
explained will, I doubt, leave much of 
this tale still involved in mystery: but 
before I begin Rosalvo's history, I must 
ask two questions — 

First, Do my readers like the manner 
in which I relate adventures ? 

Secondly, If my readers do like my 
manner of relating adventures, can't I 
employ my time better than in relating 
them ? 

When these questions are answered, 
I may possibly resume my pen. In the 
mean while. Gentlemen and Ladies, 
good night, and pleasant dreams attend 
you! 

FINIS. 



Sloman, Printer^ Ring-Street, Tannoutb. 
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